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NANNY FOR THE RUSSIAN MAFIA 


| join ananny placement service to escape a lifetime of pain 
in foster care, only to be sent to a man who dishes out 
punishment for a living... 


...a Russian Mafia boss. 


He’s an older man who’s suddenly in charge of raising his 
nephew after his sister and her husband die... or are 
murdered, as he suggests foul play. 


And when he sees how well | connect with his child he more 
than suggests that he’s ready for an adult kind of play with 
his younger woman nanny. 


| tell him it’s not just my first time outside of my country and 
my first time in Moscow, but also another kind of first time 
that | want to give to him and only him. 


He tells me I’m going to be his first, and last, forever. 
*Nanny for the Russian Mafia is a “mafia lite” insta- 


everything standalone instalove romance with an HEA, no 
cheating, no ow, no dubcon, and no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER 1 


Alexei 


My grip tightens on the steering wheel of my matte black 
Range Rover until my knuckles are white. | exhale hard, 
wondering where my new nanny is. 


| look at my phone for the dozenth time. Yep, still the same. 
The flight landed ten minutes ago and she’s still not made 
her way to the curb. 


My eyes scan the arrivals, watching reunited families come 
through the automatic sliding doors with big smiles on their 
faces. 


For most people this would be an incredible sight. Not me. 
I’ve got an empire to run, and no time for a family. Not now. 
Not ever. 


That’s why she’s here in the first place... except that she’s 
not. Yet. 


My Gucci loafers tap the floorboard hard. Even the blood in 
my feet is pulsing at a rate that’s beyond safe, as the fine 
Italian leather bends with each foot tap. 


| don’t have time for this. | should have sent one of my men 
here today to pick her up, but | need to make a good first 
impression. And I want some time to get to know her before 
| take her to my home. People are trying every different 
angle to penetrate the impenetrable fortress I’ve built half 
an hour outside of Moscow. 


How do I know she’s not one of them? 


I’ve got half of the women in Moscow trying to get my 
number and get with me, knowing if | choose them as a wife 
they'll never have to work a day in their lives. Fuck ‘em. 
That’s why | employed the services of this Nomad Nanny 
organization out of America. | gave them a fake name and 
everything, and thanks to some nifty Photoshop work 
dummying up an ID and some bank records, everything 
checked out. 


When most people lie, they lie up. They exaggerate their 
“wealth” by at least twenty percent. Not me. | exaggerated 
mine down by 100x. The last thing I need is to be a target. 
Hell, | already am here in Russia. 


With my sister dead and her husband too, my days may be 
numbered. But anyone who’s after me knows they can 
expect a fight if they plan on challenging me, and that 
includes my little five-year-old nephew and godson, Vitaly. 
He’s been living with me for a week now. Damn, it’s hard to 
believe his mother, my sister, has been gone that long. 


OD’d on sleeping pills? Bull shit! She’d never do that to 
herself, especially with the way she loved little Vitaly. I’m 
going to devote every resource | can to finding out who took 
her life, and then I’m going to take theirs... slowly. 


| breathe out hard, my mind racing as my eyes scan the exit 
doors like a tweaker looking for a fix. 


And a fix is exactly what | hope this young woman is. This... 
Crystal. That’s an American name if I’ve ever heard one, but 
damn...| can’t deny that | like it. It’s classy, elegant, and 
beautiful at the same time. Plus it sounds just mischievous 


enough, just naughty enough, that she might be able to 
keep up with the little rascal that Vitaly will quickly grow 
into. There’s no use in trying to stop it. He’s surrounded by 
Bratva now. He will become one of us, but he'll forever be 
mine. 


I’ve been to the Moscow airport many times, but there’s 
something about today that’s different. It’s not the 
imminent threat on my life, but rather something that | feel. 
It’s as if the universe is trying to talk to me, to send mea 
signal. I’m not into all that fluffy astrological hocus pocus 
bull shit, but for the first time in my life | actually feel like 
maybe, just maybe, there could be something to it. 


| shelf the idea and keep scanning for a pink backpack. 
That’s how Crystal told me I’d find her. Crystal with the pink 
backpack. Can you be more American? 


And more innocent? 


She’s only eighteen, according to the agency at least, so 
there’s no way she’s going to be able to play mind games 
with me...assuming she has a plan or has her own agenda. 


Not a chance. 


I’m all about respect and | will respect her until she does 
something to lose that respect and that trust, not that | 
anticipate that happening. | rule my domain with an iron 
fist, and one slip up and she’s gone. | won’t have my son, 
damn it still feels weird realizing that Vitaly is mine now, 
being raised in a way other than exactly how | say. 


| see movement in my rear view and quickly turn to look. A 
cop, but one I don’t recognize as one we have on the payroll. 


He yells at me to move out of the restricted no parking zone, 
but | don’t budge. I can see the frustration on his face and 
as he approaches the driver’s side window | move my suit 
jacket to the side so when he arrives | can take his 
frustration level even higher. Once he sees my holstered 
nine-millimeter and gets one look at my face he'll know right 
away whol am. Everyone in Moscow does. 


That’s why | drove the new Range today. | don’t want to be 
recognized...except when | need to be to get my way. 


| hit the window down button just before he goes to tap on 
the glass. And just as his mouth opens to speak, it closes 
just as quickly. 


That’s what I thought, motherfucker. 


He slowly takes a step back, apologizing, but I’ve already 
taken my eyes off him. 


Pink backpack sighting at my three o’clock. 


But my eyes leave the pink backpack immediately and focus 
on the long, dark hair. My eyes move across her chest, that 
oversized T-shirt she wore for the long flight is a little too 
loose. 


She needs to cover up. | won’t have what’s mine, | mean a 
woman who’s under my employment, representing herself 
that way in public. 

Not that she'll be in public. Damn. 


My ass muscles flex instinctively so my body can raise up off 
the seat, giving my dick room to breathe. 


Too late. The fucker is already hard as steel after just one 
look. 


This. Never. Happens. 


And as | see a man approach her with his hand out, about to 
grasp on to her arm... well, that’s not going to fucking 
happen either. 


She’s mine, not anyone else’s. 
| pull on the handle and throw my elbow into the door. 
“Watch where you’re going, assh—“ 


| don’t even look at the car that swerves to miss me. The 
wind catches my jacket and he sees everything he needs to 
see. Not only does the sun reflect off the chrome barrel of 
my peacemaker, but right now I’m ten feet tall and 
bulletproof. 


As my fingers dig into my palms, fists ready to throw blows 
as | maneuver around the side of my Rover more like a six 
hundred pound gorilla than a fucking man, it’s time to 
remind this asshole, and the world, who runs this city. 


CHAPTER 2 


Crystal 


My foster care caseworker said | was running from my 
problems, but | didn’t care what she thought. How could a 
woman who was so rich she was doing “good deeds” as she 
used to say, just to get out of the house, understand what it 
was like to be an eighteen-year-old orphan? 


She couldn’t. No one could. 
And that’s why I found myself here, in Moscow. 


It was time to start a new life, which is why I joined Nomad 
Nanny. Normally they place girls and young women with 
rich families in Europe, and although technically Russia is in 
Europe it’s clear from the moment | boarded that connecting 
flight in Paris that this was a whole other animal. 


In Paris everyone wore brown and had a certain 
sophisticated aloofness about them, as if they were too good 
for anything and everything. 


The Parisians on the plane were easy to spot, and so were 
the Russians. 


All black. No smiles, and a certain kind of paranoia that | 
can relate to. I’ve been looking over my shoulder my whole 
life, little did | Know that I’d picked the perfect place to 
blend in when I signed on the dotted line. 


It was either Russia, or wait an entire season for something 
in Western Europe. It was the middle of the school year and 
everyone that needed a nanny already had one... except this 
guy who simply went by “Ivan Ivanov.” Where did that 
name come from? The department of redundancy 
department? 


For all | know it’s fake, but what was real was the payment 
he made to the agency for my services and my plane ticket 
over. If | could survive eighteen years of the hell I’d already 
been through then what could one Russian guy do? Hack 
my Facebook? Who cares...there’s nothing there to steal 
and who would ever want to impersonate someone with the 
kind of life | had? 


No one, that’s who. 


From start to finish it only took a week. Even though I had 
no experience I'd basically served as something of a nanny 
to the other foster kids at the orphanage. Apparently the 
staff at Nomad Nanny sold Mr. Ivanov on that. 


It worked, because here | am. 
But where is he? 


My eyes scan the curb and all | see is a matte black Range 
Rover that looks very expensive, and very elegant. 


No one’s walking toward me or trying to say anything until 
suddenly | feel an hand on my elbow. 


“Welcome to Russia!” the voice says as | turn to see a very 
large man in a suit, with gin blossoms, the telltale broken 
capillaries across the nose and face from years of drinking, 
giving my arm a death grip. 


“Spasiba,” | say. It’s thank you in Russian and one of the few 
words | know. My eyes avoid his, instead focusing on his 
face and not making direct eye contact, before dropping 
down to my hand. 


“This way,” he says, tugging me as he turns on a heel. 
“What’s your name?” | jerk my arm but his grip is too tight. 
“I’m man to pick you up. You don’t remember?” 

Shit. This is not how | expected this to start. 


“What’s. Your. Name?” | dig in my heels and grit my teeth. 
I’m about a second from kneeing this dickhead in the balls if 
he doesn’t come up with the right answer. 


Ti L li 
l'm— 


Before he can get another word out I hear, “A dead man,” cut 
through the air beside me just as a fist connects with his jaw 
and immediately his grip on my arm goes limp, and that’s 
not the only thing. 


His entire body crumbles as he falls to the cold, hard, 
concrete beneath our feet. 


“Alexei. Ivan Ivanov is just a name I gave to the nanny 
agency for reasons that will soon become clear,” the man 
who just delivered the knockout punch says, as he turns to 
face me. “You're safe now, Crystal, but let’s get out of here 
nonetheless.” 


My entire body freezes as | take in the sight of him from 
head to toe, lingering a little too long on his groin. And | 


thought the concrete below our feet was hard. 


He’s tall, dark, and handsome if there ever was such a 
thing. His body is still but his hand is reaching out toward 
my backpack, but not touching it. He’s waiting for me to 
make a motion to hand it over, versus just grabbing it. 


A gentleman too. But right now I’m anything but a lady. 


The man oozed a kind of sexy confidence that I’d never seen 
before, let alone felt. And by felt | mean the pool that was 
quickly forming in my panties. 


If just looking at him...just witnessing his act of heroism did 
this to me then | can only imagine how masculine and 
dominant he’d be in the bedroom... not that | had a lick of 
experience in that department. 


But my mind sure had a lot of ideas right now. 


| swallowed hard, my heart racing as | could feel my hands 
Shaking. 


“We should go,” his deep baritone informs, the sounds from 
his throat are like steel dipped in honey and | can’t help but 
agree. 


“Okay,” softly escapes me as | reach for my backpack, which 
he takes as a cue to grab it by the straps and slide it off my 
shoulders as he offers me his hand. 


| don’t even think. | give him my hand and feel the spark of 
energy shoot right through me. This is all happening so fast 
| can’t even process it, and apparently that jolt of electricity 
has short-circuited him too. 


He freezes, just staring at me, before his head shakes 
Slightly and he blinks before quickly leading me to the same 
Range Rover | was just admiring. 


“In Russia is it normal to hold hands with a stranger?” 

“I'm holding your hand so everyone knows you are with me. 
No one will be foolish enough to so much as look at you, let 
alone think of approaching you or bothering you, again. 
And you’re not a stranger.” 


“What am I then?” 


“You're mine.” 


CHAPTER 3 


Alexei 


Her scent in the Range Rover on the way home was so 
intoxicating | damn near drove off the side of the road. And 
it wasn’t perfume either. | know what perfume smells like. 
Every woman here in Moscow leaves her house each 
morning with about a half gallon on her skin and clothes. 


This was pure, unadulterated, woman...her natural scent and 
| had to have more of that sweet smell. 


| wanted to get to know her on the ride back but we have 
this connection that’s so immediate and so deep | feel like 
I’ve known her my whole life already. She’s a bit shy, which | 
was too. It’s strange to think | was ever shy considering I’m 
surrounded by thugs and vory y zakone now, but | was. | 
became the man I am today. 


And damn if | don’t want to make her a woman... my woman. 


There should be bells going off in my head that this is a 
honeypot trap. It’s too good to be true, but | believe her. My 
very survival revolves around reading people and 
understanding their true intentions from the get go. If | miss 
small tells, small microexpressions, | can quickly become a 
dead man. 


But my ability to size her up is only half the equation. 


“I want you to meet my son, Vitaly,” | say, seconds after 
we’ve pulled into the garage and then we make our way into 


my house. 


| want her to meet him right away because he’s the most 
important thing in the world to me. And I know she’s going 
to be equally as important real soon...if she isn’t already. 


Vitaly’s little head is peering out from around the corner of 
the door. 


“Come here, son.” 


He’s never disobeyed me. Not when | was his uncle, and not 
this first week being in my home. 


Until now. 


His eyes are fixated on Crystal just as mine were. He’s not 
scared of her or anything like that. It’s just that her beauty 
captures a man and immediately holds him captive. 


I'd never let someone else stare at my woman like that... no 
one except Vitaly. 


“Hi Vitaly. I’m Crystal.” | watch as she moves closer and 
Vitaly stays still. As she approaches him she bends over at 
the waist and my eyes can’t help but check out her candy 
apple ass. Damn, how | want to sink my teeth into those 
perfect circles. 


She holds out her hand but Vitaly does nothing... just 
standing there staring at her. 


Suddenly he bolts out from around the side of the door and 
throws his arms around her. 


She scoops him up in her arms and plants a big ‘ol kiss right 
on his cheek. 


He quickly returns the favor. 


The little guy has been through a hell of a lot and I’ve found 
him despondent too often to count this week. Not now. He’s 
totally dialed in... because of her. 


| see the life back in his eyes and the interest that 
accompanies it. He’s still got a long way to go, but is this 
ever a big start. 


“Hello. I’m Ludmila,” Vitaly’s prior nanny says as she enters 
the room. 


“Crystal.” She smiles. “I’d shake your hand but...” She 
looks at Vitaly and just smiles. 


“No problem. Can I get you something to drink?” 


Ludmila is great at her job and the perfect host. She shows 
Crystal to the kitchen and it gives me a chance to sit down 
again. | can barely take this. | feel dizzy standing, thinking 
of her, being fixated on her. 


| let Ludmila know this morning that Crystal would be 
coming in to “help out” with Vitaly. | didn’t tell her she 
would quickly assume all responsibilities with him. 
Ludmila’s been with Vitaly since he was born, and she’s 
been great with him, but | think it’s time for a change. | 
want Vitaly to have a fresh start in every way. 


And | need to freshen up myself right now. | feel beads of 
sweat running down the sides of my face, my back, and 


even my leg. It’s not even hot today, but I’m burning up 
inside. 


Not to mention I’m going to have to put on an athletic 
Supporter or something. Hell, | haven’t worn a jock strap 
since | boxed years ago, but | need it now. | probably need a 
cup too, although I know neither will contain my need for 
this new woman who's entered my world and flipped it 
completely on its head... completely upside down. 


| make my way to my bedroom and do some handstand 
pushups, trying to get the blood to flow out of my groin and 
to other parts of my body. 


Not happening. Now l'm just the world’s weirdest guy, doing 
handstand pushups with a raging erection. 


| Knock out twenty with strict form and go right into shadow 
boxing. 


My energy levels are skyrocketing. It’s her. All these 
changes that have taken over my being are directly 
attributable to her...the woman who will be mine, whether 
she knows it or not. 


She came here on a short-stay visa. Little does she know 
she’s not going back. As a matter of fact she’s not going 
anywhere... until | slide a ring on that beautiful finger of hers 
and let the whole world know she’s mine. 


CHAPTER 4 


Crystal 


| turn back and see Alexei is no longer in sight, but still his 
presence looms large. 


| can picture the possessiveness in his eyes clear as day. 
The way his nostrils flare when he stares at me. The way his 
neck muscles tighten. 


I’m still processing how he just knocked that guy out back at 
the airport, and how no one came to do anything to him. 


And now that I’ve seen his house, and after he told me his 
real name is Alexei, and not Ivan, on the ride here...| know 
this isn’t what I signed up for. 


This is so much more. 


| thought | was coming to help out some sort of upper 
middle class Russian man and his child. I’m clearly dealing 
with an oligarch, or someone of equal importance. 


But | don’t think he’s just a rich guy in a suit. The man has 
balls, and a mean right cross. Part of me thinks he might be 
mafia, especially with the way he displays so much 
possessiveness whether over me in front of a stranger, or the 
way he talked about his son. 


My heart beats faster at the idea of what I’ve fallen into. I’m 
not scared per say, but...excited. My life has nowhere to go 


but up, and I’ve already been through hell, so what can he 
do to me that | haven’t yet experienced? 


Although I can sure think of one thing. 


Life may have tried to rip me up and spit me out on multiple 
occasions, and it’s lead to a whole host of crazy experiences, 
but never one with a man. Being an orphan I’m slow to 
trust, and even more so to actually give myself to someone. 
No one’s ever meant enough to me to even consider the 
idea. 


Until now. 


| just can’t believe this is moving so fast. Sometimes | read 
these over the top stories by this crazy author with some 
Italian sports car surname and roll my eyes. The books are 
good fun, but they’re practically over before they even 
start. “Come on Ms. Flora Ferrari... love doesn’t happen that 
fast.” I’ve said it on more than one occasion, but | never 
thought I’d actually believe it could. 


Until it happened to me. 

And I’m in the eye of the storm as we speak. 

And something about Ludmila’s line of questioning tells me 
my presence is like a menacing, dark cloud that 


unexpectedly rolled in on a clear summer’s day. 


She’s polite, but more inquisitive than normal conversation 
requires. 


Instinctively | feel myself pulling Vitaly closer to my body 
with each additional question she asks. “Where are you 
from? Why are you here? How long ago did Alexei know you 


were coming?” She quickly caught her own mistake on that 
one and changed it to, “When did you get your ticket?” 


Calling Captain Obvious. 


Ludmila takes me through the house as | continue carrying 
Vitaly. I’m surprised he’s so quiet and never asks to be put 
down. Aren’t I a stranger to him? | thought I’d need a lot of 
time to win his trust, yet he seems more comfortable with 
me than Ludmila... which makes her that much more 
suspicious. Of what? | don’t know. 


We finish off inside and eventually | do lower Vitaly to his 
feet. He scampers off somewhere as we head out the back 
of the house into a garden area. 


There must be a security guard on every corner of the 
property and their head’s stay locked forward, but | feel their 
eyes quickly congregate on me. 


“Nyet, Dimitry!” My shoulders rise up as a shiver of fear 
shoots through me as bass from the voice that delivered the 
command, causes the vibrations in the air to echo off the 
stone walls surrounding us and echo back into my body, 
hitting me square in the chest. 


It doesn’t take a translator to know that word was ano, or 
some sort of negative. 


And it doesn’t take anyone to tell me who delivered it. 


But before | turn around to confirm, Alexei is already 
marching across the grass where he grabs the jaw of the 
security guard member he just reprimanded, squeezing it as 
he yells something at him in Russian. He finishes with 


Dimitry, addressing the man personally, but intimidating the 
entirety of his security personnel at the same time. 


His eyes are certainly to the front now, as are the other 
guard’s. 


“Moy,” Alexi grumbles in an animalistic tone right up in the 
grill of the giant who stands well over six and a half feet tall. 


Alexi isn’t shorted in the height department either, but he 
has more of a GQ cover model’s body, not the shape of a 
man without a neck who looks like one gigantic muscle. 


| store that word, “moy,” away to find out what it means 
later. | already know I’m going to be getting my money’s 
worth out of Google Translate. 


Alexei’s eyes turn to me and, the blackness of his pupils and 
irises send chills racing up my arms and legs. 


Like a man on a mission he moves toward me quickly, his 
hand finding the small of my back, my body melting into his 
long, thick digits as my lips part and a small whimper 
escapes me. 


He smells musky, like an animal that wants to mate. How in 
the world would | know that? 


Primal. This entire thing is so primal. 
“Are you getting acclimated okay?” 


“Yes. Ludmila has been great. She’s showing me 
everything.” 


“Good.” His eyes stay focused on me. Out of my peripheral 
| can see my guide grinding her teeth. “Are you jetlagged?” 


“| feel good, but | guess at any time that could change.” 
“Ludmila, why don’t you show Crystal to her quarters.” 
“Of course. Right this way.” 


My quarters? The last time | slept horizontally, two nights 
ago, was on a cot. | don’t have a room now. | have quarters. 


And | have a huge void that needs to be filled as Ludmila 
takes my arm and guides me back to the house. 


| turn, looking back at Alexei a moment longer. His eyes are 
still locked on me and his hand is still extended in the exact 
position it was when his hand was on my back. 


I’m not sure if he’s waiting for me to come back, or trying to 
relive the moment. He’s acting as if time stood still the 
moment | walked away, which is very ironic. Because my 
heartbeat is flying...and | want time to speed up so that | 
can learn everything about him...the real him. 


The man with the fake name, the palace, and who knows 
what else? 


CHAPTER 5 


Alexei 
“I catch anyone touching her, | snap off their fingers.” 
“Yes, sir,” Comes in over the comms in unison. 


“I catch anyone looking directly at her | gouge out their 
eyeballs.” 


“Yes, sir.” 
“Good. I’m glad we're clear.” 
| pull the device from my head and toss it on my desk. 


| log into my Panamanian bank account and set up an 
unsecured loan for Sergei Roldugin, Vladimir Putin’s best 
friend his entire adult life. He’s a famous cellist in our 
country, and better known as Putin’s moneyman from the 
leaked Panama Papers. 


“How much today, Mr. Roldugin?” | say it quietly, as if to 
amuse myself. “Let’s go small. How about ten million?” 


| hit the button and the loan appears on the balance sheet of 
the bank | control. | can’t believe how easy this is. | set up 
the unsecured loan, meaning he can pay it back if he wants, 
or not, and boom... just like that Putin has access to another 
ten million dollars. It’s not even his money. It’s aloan. So 
whomever they send into whatever branch of our bank to 
make deposits won’t even be suspected. They’re not 


putting money into a bank account. They’re paying down a 
“loan.” No one will bat an eye over amounts even greater 
than ten thousand U.S. dollars. 


But suddenly | care about batting eyes. 
Hers. 


The way she blinked that forest of eyelashes at me today 
made me hard as a rock, as if | wasn’t already. 


It’s taking everything in me not to go in the shower right 
now and paint every fucking Spanish tile in the place a 
brand new color of cream. | Know | wouldn’t even need to 
touch myself to climax so damn hard I'd probably shoot my 
load straight through the “unbreakable” ceramic. 


That’s the crazy part about all of this. All these years I’ve 
been the brains behind the Bratva, and the Kremlin. And 
I’ve gotten very, very rich in the process. 


| could heat this oversized estate with ruble notes all winter 
and still be worth ten figures. 


But the money, and the vehicles, and everything that goes 
with it... what does it all matter? 


Life sure comes at you fast, and it took a five-year-old 
orphaned boy and an eighteen-year-old orphaned woman to 
show me what life is truly about. 


Fuck, I’m getting soft at my old age of thirty-one. | should 
be dead right now. I’ve already well exceeded the life 
expectancy for someone in my position. 


There’s a reason | keep my hair short and my list of true 
friends even shorter. | have to be nimble, undetectable, and 
able to leave without a trace should the moment call for it. 


And I think that just might be what’s going to happen at 
some point in the future. 


Something’s wrong with the way my brother in law, Boris, 
and his wife, my sister Nastya, died. 


Boris hits a tree, yet there were no skid marks. They say he 
fell asleep. | don’t think so. The man never slept, and he’d 
been all about Vitaly since he was born. He didn’t push 
himself anymore. 


And my sister? OD’d on pills. Not a chance. 

My throat tightens as | grab the headset and toss it against 
the wall. As much as Boris is a great man, was a great man, | 
asked her not to get involved in my world. 

| had enough money that she could have done anything 
with her life, so what did she do? She went and trusted the 
only man I'd ever put my entire trust in... my Bratva brother. 
And now they're both gone. 

It’s up to me now to live my life in their memory, and that 
starts with remembering what’s most important above all 


else. 


Family. That starts with Vitaly and now I know who it ends 
with. 


Her. My woman. 


But it’s not going to end with her because I’m going to breed 
her until we have an entire family full of happy children 
running around. | want to wake up every morning to my 
children twisting my nose or one of my ears...my kids 
jumping on my bed and asking to go outside and play...and 
to carry them to their rooms each night when they fall 
asleep after I’ve helped them with their homework. 


If you had told me this yesterday | would have laughed in 
your face. Now...all | can do is smile, because of her. 


It’s so damn cliché though. The last thing the world needs is 
another Jude Law or Ben Affleck trying to run off with their 
nanny. The Russian press would kill me if they found out. 


Do | care? Not one bit. 


And this isn’t about some stupid hook-up. This is real. This 
is forever. 


This isn’t these Russian women who are always trying to 
play mind games with me. The women who come over for 
the stupid parties I’m forced by the Kremlin to host. These 
are the bimbo leeches that want nothing more than to try 
and fake a slip on my marble tiles and then sue me, but 
therein lies the problem for them. They are bimbos. | doubt 
half of them could read a children’s book, let alone actual 
legal text. And they know if they try and take me down the 
fall for them will be severe, swift, and final. 


That’s why it’s good to have friends in high places, and bea 
good man to know myself. 


But I’ve had enough of this life. There’s already blood on my 
hands, and | don’t need more. I’ve killed men who've tried 
to kill me, and I’d do it again. But now it’s not just me 


anymore. | have to see Vitaly come of age, and | have to see 
my family grow... with her. 


| exit my office before | whip my dick out and start beating it 
like it stole something. | never pleasure myself. | don’t have 
the time or the woman to fantasize about... the goddess to 
picture while | do. 

Until now. 


But I’m not going to accept some b.s. Pyrrhic victory. | want 
the real thing. | need the real thing. 


Her. 


And l'm going to go find her right fucking now. 


CHAPTER 6 


Crystal 


No sooner am I in my quarters and unzipping my backpack 
then | see Vitaly standing in my doorway staring at me. The 
little guy is so darn cute. 


Before | can even say anything to him or give him a hug, he 
raises his hand, showing me his bloody finger. 


“What happened, buddy?” 


He says nothing, but he doesn’t need to. | move closer to 
him and check out his cut. He definitely needs a bandage. 
“Let’s go get you fixed up.” 


| take him by the other hand and into the bathroom. The 
box of Band-Aids in the medicine cabinet is empty so | check 
underneath the sink and find a box there. 


| go to pull the top off, but my hand moves through the air 
without the resistance from the cardboard top being glued 
to the flap. That’s weird. The instructions hit the floor, but | 
pay them no mind. | look into the box and see that each 
bandage is still individually wrapped, so we're good to go. 
No tampering. So strange that it was open though, but not 
up in the cabinet. 


| get Vitaly’s cut cleaned up and a nice Superman bandage 
on there, which brings a smile out of him and he quickly 
darts out of the bathroom. 


Good. He’s alittle boy. He should be out there playing and 
enjoying life. | like him already and am really looking 
forward to developing an even closer bond with him. 


| may “just” be a nanny here in this castle where a lot of 
people are required to make it work, but I truly believe that 
everybody plays an important part...just like a business. If 
Vitaly is happy | know Alexei will be happy, and the mood 
and vibe will trickle down from there. | like that | have a role 
in making everything here successful. | feel a sense of 
importance in what I’m doing, in more ways than one. 

Alexei can be sure I’m going to do my best and give it my all 
every day. 


It’s the least | can do. Vitaly is such a strong little boy, and | 
give him a ton of credit for that, even if he doesn’t know it or 
wouldn’t understand the praise | could give him for it. I’m 
not about to though as I don’t want to do anything to talk 
about his parents, especially considering we just met. 


Vitaly pops back into the bathroom and holds up his finger, 
showing me his bandage and smiling. 


“| got something for you, buddy.” | motion with my head 
back toward my room and pull my last Tootsie Roll out of my 
backpack, handing it to him. He looks at it curiously before 
taking it and giving it a taste. He smiles again and then 
takes off again. He’s playful in such a fun way, and | enjoy 
watching the curiosity he has for something as simple as a 
piece of candy. It’s something that | take for granted, but for 
him it’s almost a whole other world. 


Even though | was looking out for all the other kids at the 
orphanage, | never felt a part of something there. Family is 
still a concept that’s completely foreign to me. | never had a 
family bond, let alone any kind of stable life. | never even 


went looking for my birth parents. I’m not about to spend 
time trying to find someone and burden them after they’ve 
made it abundantly clear that | was enough of a burden to 
them that they didn’t want me. 


It’s obvious that something is missing in my life, a lot of 
things really, and as much as | don’t want to extrapolate and 
get ahead of myself, it’s easy to see that being here could be 
a... solution...to a lot of my problems. | hate that word 
solution and the last thing | ever want to do or be isa 
“climber.” | hate the idea of being someone who quickly 
moves up in life at the expense of others. It seems very 
Harvey Weinstein of me, or like some disgusting offer he’d 
make someone. | don’t ever want to be on either end of 
anything like that. That being said, the feelings I’ve noticed 
from Alexei, and my own feelings, definitely seem very 
organic, genuine, and beyond compare. 


| have to remind myself I’m here to do a job first and 
foremost though. I’ve been given an incredible opportunity 
and | don’t want to blow it...no matter how much | may feel 
like blowing...1 catch myself, surprised at the thoughts in my 
head sounding vulgar. 


| shake my head and breathe out, going back to the 
bathroom to tidy up. 


It only takes a minute and everything is back in order. | go 
to walk back out when I notice the Band-Aid instructions on 
the floor. | reach down and pick them up, aiming for the 
trash can, when my hand pulls back at the last second. 


| bring the tiny paper and the super small letters up to my 
face. 


This isn’t typing. Someone printed these words by hand. 


| bring the tiny paper close to my face to read what it says. 
The writing is so small like those tiny notes I’ve seen on TV 
shows where they document prison life and how people 
communicate “on the inside.” 


| can’t do this much longer. I’m going crazy. I’m going to 
slip up and get murked. Pull me out. 


My eyebrow shoots up. | recognize that word “murked.” It’s 
spelled differently but it’s short for mercenary, as in to get 
killed by one. | remember Damon, a kid from the orphanage, 
always using that term or it often coming up in the hip hop 
songs he listened to. It’s a strange choice of language, 
especially to be finding in the private residence of a Russian 
bathroom. And it’s written in English and was hidden inside 
a Band-Aid box underneath a sink next to a guest room. 


My heartbeat feels like it’s been kick started and now these 
words have the throttle redlining. Someone in this house is 
worried about getting killed? And they can’t do what much 
longer? 


| hear the sound of someone inhaling just behind me and | 
jump so high | swear | damn near hit my head on the sky- 
high ceiling. 


| turn and see Alexei standing there, looking at me as if he’s 
drinking in the sight of me. 


My throat tightens and every muscle in my body flexes. I’m 
having a fight or flight moment as I’m holding something in 
my hands that very apparently wasn’t meant for my visual 
consumption. 


A low, animalistic growl leaves his throat without him even 
opening his mouth. His body is so masculine, the muscles of 
his forearms so corded and on full display with the sleeves of 
his white button-down shirt rolled up. 


I’m not sure what to do as he’s caught me red handed. 
But caught me with what, exactly? 


My fear mixed with adrenaline has me on high alert, but that 
alertness quickly turns to another kind... arousal. 


My arousal has my skin feeling like it’s burning up, like my 
entire body is being pulled to him like two giant magnets, 
and like the breath has been completely sucked out of me... 
and this entire room. 


“What are you doing?” 


“Vitaly cut his finger,” | say a little too quickly and 
nervously. “I was just getting him bandaged up.” 


“I knew you were right for the job. Barely here but a few 
minutes and already looking after my boy as if it comes 
completely natural to you.” 


“It does.” But how to act right now certainly doesn’t. l'm a 
terrible liar, or at least | think | am considering I’ve never 
really tried...at least not at this level. Saying you didn’t 
have cookies before dinner as a five-year-old with chocolate 
smeared all over your mouth is one kind of lie. Not fessing 
up to holding some sort of evidence in your hand that sure 
seems to have life or death implications is another. 


“| need to talk to you.” 


“Is it okay if | fresh up first?” 


“You smell perfect...look perfect... are perfect, just how you 
are.” 


| hear the audible gulp from my throat and my skin heats 
even more, something | didn’t even know was possible. 


“Any chance you can give me just twenty minutes to wash 
the airplane off of, and out of me? I’ve been breathing in 
that recycled air and sitting in that aluminum germ 
incubator for well over half a day.” 


| can see the anger in his face and then watch it spread 
throughout his body. 


“Or if not, then | guess—“ 

He raises one hand. “No. My apologies. Please...take your 
time, but as soon as you’re done come to my office. It’s just 
through the foyer and on your left, facing the garden. 


“I'll see you there.” 


He walks away, his eyes staying until the wall cuts off our 
view of each other. 


| close my eyes and exhale hard, only now realizing just how 
much | was holding my breath. 


| shut the door and quickly return the note to the box, only 
to pull it out and wipe it on a towel and then stick it back 
inside. 


How foolish...as if wiping it off is going to remove 
fingerprints. Then again, maybe whoever left that note left 


it there in a certain way that the recipient knows about. 
Who is the recipient? 

And why do I care? 

My job is to watch after Vitaly, not get involved in anything 
else. That said | have no intentions of being in a dangerous 
house. No thank you. 

Ten minutes ago | was practically hearing wedding bells and 


imagining a Cinderella story. How quickly things have 
changed...on a dime. Or should I say a Russian ruble? 


CHAPTER 7 


Alexei 


| look up from my computer at the exact moment she steps 
through my doorway. 


But she doesn’t enter. She just stands there as if waiting for 
permission. 


Her fear turns me on even more. Maybe it’s because | know 
she’s a tough cookie apart from her interactions with me. | 
saw the position she put her body in when she was ready to 
knee that guy in the balls at the airport. 


But there was no way | was going to allow her to fight that 
battle, not when | was there. It’s a man’s responsibility to 
protect a woman, especially from other men. And it’s 
especially my job when it pertains to my woman. 


She glances to the side after making eye contact and then 
glances back before looking away again. She’s shy and she 
can’t keep her eyes locked on mine right now. It’s not 
surprising. | know I look like a hungry, ravenous wolf sitting 
here ready to swallow her whole. And that’s exactly what | 
am. 


The clock on the wall says it’s been exactly twenty minutes 
since she asked for twenty minutes to prepare. Was she 
ready in ten and just waited to be exactly on time, or did she 
rush to make the deadline? 


Either way she’s my kind of woman. | run a tight ship and | 
need someone | know who I can trust, someone who's 
dependable, and someone who's in control... although 
ultimate control ultimately, and always, rests with me. 


| want to motion for her to come in, to place her hands on 
the side of my desk while | take her and make her mine. | 
want to fill her with my seed and give Vitaly the sibling he 
deserves, and begin our dynasty and our heritage together. 


| lean back in my oversized leather chair as Ludmila enters 
the doorway. 


“Afternoon tea, sir?” 
| nod. “And one for Crystal.” 
“Certainly.” 


Ludmila disappears and | raise my hand, motioning with my 
four fingers for her to enter. 


She takes a step forward and her leg wobbles, despite 
wearing flat shoes. God, she looks better than any model on 
any runway in New York, Paris, London, or Milan as she walks 
towards me. 


My eyes can’t help but rake across her body, that sweet, 
smooth, creamy skin calling me. Hell, it’s not a wolf inside 
me that wants out. I’m a vampire, wanting to sink my teeth 
into her flesh and claim her as mine for eternity. 


“You wanted to see me?” 


The soft notes of her voice have my dick dancing in my 
pants, the fucker jerking every which way as my mind 


practically goes numb. | can’t even stand up right now, 
without exposing my need and putting myself in immense 
pain. | make a mental note to let my tailor know I’m going 
to need all new slacks, and they’re going to have to be a lot 
looser in the front and with some stretch fabric or else I’m 
going to hurt myself. 


The things this woman has going through my head are 
incredible. Some of these thoughts are crazy, most primal, 
but all are unique to her. I’ve never in my life felt someone 
in my presence, or even on the Internet, that | knew was 
literally born to be mine. 


Until her. 
“| don’t just want to see you. | want all of you.” 


| watch her swallow hard but instead of taking a step back... 
instead of turning and running she takes a step forward. 


Good. I’m not a man to waste time or mince words. She 
needs to know how | feel, to hear it, even though my body is 
making it completely obvious. 


“| brought you here to be my nanny, and I need that. That 
was truly my intention. As you know | never saw a picture of 
you before you arrived, so | couldn’t have Known what you 
looked like. Frankly | didn’t care. Finding the right person to 
take care of my Vitaly was the most important hire I’ve ever 
made, and | knew when | saw you that | got it right.” 


| pause letting it sink in, letting her know just how special to 
me she is. 


“But | also knew, instantly, that you were so much more. | 
knew you were meant for me... you were meant to be mine, 


and you will be, but you have to know | will never force 
myself on you and I'll try my best not to rush you, although 
that’s a promise I’m not sure | can keep. When I’m around 
you | feel myself turning into something of an animal. For 
the first time in my life | know why the Russian bear is so 
famous. | swear | feel claws coming out of my fingertips, as | 
want to wrap my big arms around you and protect you from 
anyone and everyone, to shield you from the eyes of other 
men. You saw exactly what | mean not an hour ago out in 
the garden. The security staff won’t look at you again, only 
eye contact when they speak with you as that’s a form of 
respect. And they will respect you, because you will be 
mine.” 


She just stands there like this is all a shock to her. It’s a 
shock to me too, but something inside me has already 
processed it all and is moving it forward as quickly as 
possible... moving it to the part where the two of us become 
one. 


“If | scare you and you want to return to your country this is 
your last chance. l'Il release you from your responsibilities 
here and get you on the next plane back home, but even if | 
do that | have to let you know that I’m not going to stop 
coming after you until you're mine. l'Il send you flowers 
every minute of every day and l'II stalk your home, waiting 
for you to come to your senses and see what | see...a future 
for the two of us together. Maybe this is too much for you 
and now that you’ve arrived and have started to take things 
in and process what you’ve gotten yourself into, you don’t 
want to be Vitaly’s nanny anymore. Fine, because one day 
you'll be his mother. You can count on that.” 


| stand, not caring anymore about my raging erection, as | 
walk closer to her. 


| can hear her breathing hard as | approach. | can see her 
body pull back before it betrays her and then leans forward 
toward me, as if to meet me. 


“| want your trust, your commitment, just as I’m giving you 
mine. | want you on my team, to share all of this with me. Is 
that what you want too?” 


“l...1..can’t say for sure yet. | mean...I’m feeling things, but 
this is happening so fast.” 


“Let it happen. Don’t fight it.” 


“| need time to process, and being Vitaly’s nanny will allow 
me that, but please allow me time to come to my senses and 
draw my own conclusions about... everything.” 


“Yes, of course.” | circle her, putting the tip of my finger on 
her shoulder and then moving it along the top of her back, 
feeling the goosebumps form in anticipation of the path my 
fingertip will take, until it finds her collarbone and then 
moves up the side of her neck. 


| step back in front of her again, taking her feminine jaw in 
my hand and even from this distance of well over half a foot 
away, | feel my need press into her stomach. 


| don’t mean to be an aggressive bastard, poking her with 
my cock, but | can’t help it, and when | feel her lean in even 
more I’m no longer concerned with how she feels about it. 


| move in closer, only a hair's breadth away, feeling the heat 
from her mouth as her lips part. 


My nostrils flare as | take in her scent and my eyes roll back 
in my head. | move in that last small distance and just 


before I’m about to taste her purity, to claim her mouth, | 
hear fine China smashing on the floor and | look up to see 
Ludmila staring at us with a look of complete shock on her 
face, and then rage, before it quickly turns back to shock... 
but this time it’s feigned. 


| Knew something was off about her and her response proves 
it. Distancing her from Vitaly was clearly the right move, but 
| can’t distance myself from her too far. 


Being a member of the Russian mafia you learn one rule 
early and often. 


Keep your friends close, and your enemies closer. 


| step back, giving Crystal space, pissed that our moment 
was missed... lost. 


But Crystal’s not going anywhere and l'Il claim her mouth, 
and all of her, soon enough. 


Because she can only be mine. And she will be just that. 
Mine. 


CHAPTER 8 


Crystal 


| wake up swearing | heard footsteps outside my door, which 
is weird because it seems like my room is almost soundproof. 


It’s no secret that Alexei takes his home security very 

seriously, aS witnessed by the big thugs he has everywhere 
you look, but soundproofing the rooms too? What, exactly, 
goes on inside this house that he doesn’t want getting out? 


And how could | hear footsteps if my room is indeed airtight? 


| swear it’s like a Las Vegas casino in here. With my black 
out blinds pulled and the lack of a clock | could just be 
sitting in here gambling my life away without any idea what 
time it is. 


But there’s definitely an alarm going off in my head and 
coming here is turning out to be more of a gamble than | 
thought. 


| step outside my room and down the hallway to the 
bathroom. The time difference has me off and | need to 
splash some water on my face to right myself. 


Once in the bathroom | turn on the water and get to it, 
feeling the lukewarm water start to wake me up. 


| pause, letting the water run a little longer as | contemplate 
whether | should just mind my own business or open 
Pandora’s Band-Aid box again. 


| feel like I’m rummaging around in someone’s underwear 
drawer if | do. | shouldn’t be reading these notes. It’s not 
why I came here, but... 


| squat down and open the little door underneath the sink. 


Sure enough the Band-Aid box is where | left it. | lean to my 
side and pull a few squares of toilet paper and grab the box, 
removing it. | grab some more toilet paper and carefully 
open the top, the toilet paper serving as a buffer between 
my fingerprints and the cardboard. 


Nothing. Just the Band-Aids, and no note. 

Someone's been in here, removed the note, and didn’t leave 
anything. Unless they left something that’s already been 
taken, a response that’s already been received. A plan of 
action that’s already been set in motion. 

| carefully put the box back and step into the hallway. 
“Can't sleep?” 

| gasp and spin to my side, my hands coming up ina 
fighting position as | see Alexei standing there already 
dressed for the day, or is it still the prior day? I’mso 
confused with regard to time right now. 


“You scared me.” My voice is heavy before | blow out a sigh 
of relief. 


“It’s just jet lag. You'll get over it.” 


“| thought | heard a noise in the hallway.” 


“You might have. Some of the guests use this bathroom 
when the other ones are occupied.” 


“Guests?” 


“This is a busy week, which is another reason why I needed a 
nanny so quickly.” 


“Busy week?” | don’t want to feel like I’m interrogating a 
man who’s likely got secrets and values privacy, but the 
questions just instinctively come out. 


“Friends in from out of town that have to be entertained, but 
no need to worry. I’ve got everything under control.” 


| don’t doubt that one bit. 


“Speaking of which, in regards to your compensation... with 
FACTA it’s going to be nearly impossible to get a bank 
account opened here for an American, plus you'll have 
additional reporting each year. If you forget to file the form 
which lists your foreign accounts you can be fined up to fifty 
thousand dollars. That being the case | was wondering if 
you'd like to be paid in cash.” 


Cash. Of course he’d ask that. 
“Yeah, but at some point | should probably get an account.” 


“We can get you set up back in your home country, or 
offshore.” 


“An offshore account? That seems like a bit much.” 


“Normally, yes. The key is their screening process is a bit 
less stringent. That’s all.” 


| have a feeling that that’s not all...that it’s just the tip of the 
iceberg. 


“Okay, let’s do cash at first so | can avoid bank fees and get 
some money in my pocket for day to day stuff that | might 
want to pick up.” 


“Sure, but any day to day stuff will be provided. Just ask. 
You don’t even need to go out and get it. We have someone 
who takes care of that for us.” 


Strangely, I’m not sure if the fact that | don’t need to go out 
of the walled off compound once a week is a good thing ora 
bad thing. Having a reason to leave every once in awhile 
will make any other trips seem less suspicious. What am | 
talking about? I’m already thinking about sneaking around 
and I’m not the one hiding notes in Band-Aid boxes. My 
paranoia level is off the charts right now. 


“Great. Thank you.” 


“Enjoy your morning, and don’t worry about waking early. 
I’ve scheduled a few days for you to get acclimated. l'Il 
have Ludmila keep an eye on Vitaly until you wake up 
naturally. Your circadian rhythm will reset soon enough.” 


Alexei turns on the ball of his heel and walks down the 
hallway. | start to lose him in the lack of light until he 
reaches the foyer. It’s only then I notice Ludmila standing 
there with a tray of something as she eyes me...eyeing him. 


She caught me checking him out. 


This time I’m the one who turns on the ball of my heel as | 
make my way back to my quarters, but just before | open my 


door | hear another door open somewhere in the house and 
immediately the sounds of a party spills out. 


| guess these are the guests he’s talking about entertaining. 
| don’t Know why it’s causing me to wonder about what’s 
going on. Rich people entertain, right? It’s what they do. 


But I’m the one still entertaining thoughts of who would 
have come and taken that note...and who left it. 


And should | leave this entire situation first thing in the 
morning? 


CHAPTER 9 


Alexei 
The next morning 


The first rays of light from the morning sun hit my skin as | 
throw punches into the air in the backyard. 


It’s only spring, and it’s not particularly warm yet, but I’m 
hot enough to shed my shirt and then go right back to air 
boxing. 


Even after last night’s party | have so much pent up energy. 


It has nothing to do with hiring the world’s best DJ for the 
event, or having what most consider some of the most 
beautiful women in attendance. No...it’s not that at all. 


It’s her, my woman. 


| told her I'd try to go slow, but I know that’s not a reality. | 
can’t take my time, even if | wanted to...and | don’t. 


Hell, it’s taken thirty-one years to find her and I’m not about 
to waste another second not having her as mine. Yeah, l'II 
try and let her come to the complete, same conclusion, but 
I’m not about to wait very long. | just can’t. 


| run my hand over my face, wiping away the sweat. | can’t 
believe I’m not tired yet, and I’ve been up all night. 


| throw jab after jab, imagining it’s someone trying to hurt 
my woman. | punch with so much force | practically throw 
my shoulders out. 


| was supposed to have a big day of work today, but l'Il have 
to cancel it, or at least push back the less important tasks. 
There’s no way I’m going to be able to concentrate on 
anything other than her. 


The heat of my body is producing steam in the air 
Surrounding me, almost as if l'm some sort of ghost. That’s it 
exactly...1’m not a complete human without her. My brain is 
on autopilot just wanting me to take my body to her room 
and claim her, but that would scare her...send her running. 
Not to mention be highly illegal and immoral. 


| laugh as | punch some more. | never cared about legality 
until her. 


My body moves in a circle as | bob and weave, pretending 
someone is throwing punches at me too. As | move I get a 
glimpse of the house and | freeze. 


She’s standing there, just on the other side of the glass. Her 
white, thin cotton T-shirt is damn near transparent and | can 
see the tips of her nipples trying to break through both the 

cotton, and the bulletproof glass that separates me from her. 


She licks her lips and the silky, wet coat that she gives them 
causes a fire to burn inside me. It’s like a raging forest fire 
that only she can put out. 


Scratch that. It can’t ever be put out. Even when I have her 
l'Il need her again, and again, and again, and again. 


My appetite for her insatiable. My need obvious. My 
devotion to making a family with her unquestionable. 


“Crystal,” | say her name. | know she can see my lips move, 
but she doesn’t respond in kind. Instead she just smiles and 
it fucking melts the cold inside me that | always thought was 
even more frigid than the barren, frozen tundra of Siberia. 
She’s woken me up like spring. She’s the sunshine to my 
darkness. 


She’s the one who holds all the power, and controls the time 
until | can finally have her in my bed. 


Unless | do what I’m already damn close to doing which is 
losing my mind and taking her right here and now. 


I'd spent the night surrounded by women men would cut 
their right arm off for for just a night with them, but | want 
nothing to do with them and never have. They are the most 
beautiful women from the country known for its beautiful 
women, but | don’t want any other woman but her. 


None of these rich socialites. None of these models and 
actresses. 


| wanted a real woman, a genuine creature that made me 
feel more like a man than | ever had which is saying a lot 
considering how “alpha” most people perceive me. | don’t 
like that term and never refer to myself that way though. If 
you have to say you’re alpha, well then you’re not. 


But if others want to Say it, so be it. 


But | don’t care what other people say. | care what | think 
and what | do and am responsible for my actions...although | 


can’t be held responsible for what | do if she stays by that 
window in those revealing clothes she wore to bed. 


| take a step toward her, but as soon as | do I feel something 
crash into my leg. 


CHAP TER 10 


Crystal 


| watch as Vitaly comes out of nowhere and wraps his arms 
around Alexei’s leg. He’s got on Spiderman pajamas and it’s 
the cutest thing I’ve ever seen. 


On the one hand there’s big, feral, Alexei with his shirt off 
and steam coming off his body in the orange hue of the 
morning light. 


On the other there’s this little boy, so cute and vulnerable, 
clinging to his dad’s leg as if it’s the one thing in this world 
he knows will never go away. He knows his dad is rooted like 
a tree and he can always come back to him and rely on his 
strength and wisdom. 


Alexei’s gaze is still on me causing a tingling in the back of 
my neck. He looks down and scoops up Vitaly just as | hear 
a coughing sound from the side. 


“Morning,” Ludmila says. “Did you stay warm in those last 
night?” 


I’m not sure if it’s a dig at the thin material or genuine 
concern. “Yes. Thank you.” 


When she forces a smile | know it’s the former. “Breakfast 
should be ready in about fifteen minutes. | know Alexei 
would like to have you as his guest.” 


“Okay. Thank you.” 


| scurry back to my room and take a quick shower. By the 
time I’m back Alexei has already showered and is dressed 
too. 


“Morning,” he says. And what a good morning it is getting 
to feast my eyes on him first thing. 


“Morning.” 

“| thought we’d go out for breakfast.” 

“Oh. Okay. | should probably put on something dif—“ 

He raises his hand. “Nonsense. You look perfect. Shall we?” 


He offers me his arm and the next thing | know we're 
walking out of the house to his Rover, which is already 
pulled up out front. 


He helps me up like a gentleman and we’re quickly out of 
the property and on the road. | notice a Chevy Suburban 
following us from behind, but it pulls out of the gate with us 
so obviously it’s there because Alexei wants it there. He 
seems to get what he wants...in every way. 


| watch his forearm muscles move as he shifts the 
automobile and steers it through traffic. It’s a turn on to 
watch a man drive, at least one who knows what he’s doing. 
He’s safe, yet assertive. 


When we pull up to a light he grips the leather steering 
wheel hard, and I hear it creak. | can only imagine the 
power in those fingers, in his hands, and | want to feel them 
all over my body. 


| catch my breathing picking up yet I can’t slow it down. 
“What kind of breakfast do you like?” 


“I'll probably just have a coffee, or two, and a pastry if that’s 
okay with you.” 


“| know just the place.” 


He maneuvers through traffic, the Suburban staying on our 
tail, as classical music plays softly through the speakers. It’s 
like he’s the conductor of an orchestra, except this 
performance is him operating machinery, but it’s music 
nonetheless. 


Five minutes later we pull up to the quaintest bakery I’ve 
ever seen and when we walk inside we’re ushered to a 
private table in the back. | have a feeling Alexei is used to 
this kind of lifestyle. I’m certainly not, but | sure do enjoy it 
already. 


He orders for me in Russian and then we sit there, side by 
side, but angled slightly so we can look at each other. It 
practically feels like we’re on a date, but who goes on 
breakfast dates? 


He’s just such a big man sitting in this tiny coffee shop. His 
big, masculine presence the epitome of the opposite of the 
walls which are decorated in a way that looks very much like 
something I’d pin to my Pinterest board for interior design. | 
know he picked this spot out for me and | appreciate it. I’m 
even more impressed he was able to guess what I'd like. 


He moves in his seat and my eyes quickly skate over his 
body, catching sight of his need. He’s trying to get 
comfortable, but can’t. | swear his thighs are like tree 


trunks, and his calves are bigger than most guys thighs. He 
looks so lean when he has a suit on, but when he’s got on 
slacks and a linen shirt and I’m this close to him I can see 
the outline of his muscles even more. He’s definitely bigger 
than he looks. | think it’s because he doesn’t have that 
inflated, swollen, red skin look of someone who gets their 
muscles from a bottle. He clearly works out and he’s earned 
this body he’s built. 


And I'd like to earn the chance to see even more of it. My 
throat tightens as | imagine what’s underneath that layer of 
dark, thin wool that’s straining under the force of his cock, 
which is practically screaming to be set free. 


Our food and drinks come quickly and | feel like I’m about to 
come just as quickly if | don’t stop fantasizing about the 
man who's sitting next to me. My pussy is so wet, so needy, 
and | can feel it trying to clamp down onto something right 
now, but each time it comes up empty. 


It’s demanding his dick, as are my swollen folds. 


| pick up a packet of creamer and go to place it in my coffee, 
but Alexei raises up his hand and blocks it. He says 
something in Russian and a split second later there’s fresh 
creamer on the table from a waiter who looks like he knows 
he’s skating on thin ice. 


As an orphan I’m totally accustomed to being absolutely 
powerless, in more ways than one. Being with Alexei is the 
complete opposite, and it’s refreshing and exhilarating at 
the same time. 


My body shifts even more to square up to his. My two 
coffees and croissant are at my side on the table. His eyes 


are at half-mast and I’m practically begging him to tear off a 
corner of my French pastry and feed it to me. 


“This breakfast is amazing.” 
“You're amazing.” 


My cheeks redden and a soft sound escapes me, but what 
isn’t lost on me is how lucky | am...to be here with him. 


“Alexei.” 

“Tell me what you want. l'Il have them bring it. Anything.” 
“| just want...to ask you some questions.” 

“About?” 

“You. Your life. Everything.” 


“I'll answer what I can, but | can’t promise to answer 
everything.” 


Have | pressed too far already? | mentally backtrack to 
something easier to talk about... at least | think. 


“Vitaly is a sweet boy.” 

“Not for much longer.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“I’m not sure he’s fully grasped the idea that his mother and 
father aren’t coming back. | don’t know, to be honest. | 


barely remember being five myself. My life wasn’t easy, nor 
was yours. That’s why | wanted you here, amongst other 


reasons. | wanted someone who knows what it’s like to 
scratch and claw and fight their way to the top... someone 
who had to do it themselves without parents. Someone who 
can share those lessons with Vitaly. My life? It’s too easy 
now, too cush. I’m not going to go Spartan warrior on him 
and take him out in the forest and come check on himin a 
week and make sure nothing’s eaten him and that he’s still 
alive, but | have to do something. He can’t grow up in such 
a comfortable environment, despite all the uncomfortable 
questions he has, and will have, about his parents and what 
happened to them.” 


“What did happen to them?” 


“His father was murdered, plain and simple. They say he 
drove into a tree, but there were no skid marks and the guy 
never drove tired. It’s too convenient. Russia, as you know, 
is Known for its computer hackers. You can go online and 
see video after video of hackers taking control of vehicles. 
It’s not hard at all. All you need is the car’s IP address, 
which is usually completely public, and not password 
protected. Once you’re in you could control it remotely. You 
wouldn’t even need a drone, although it might make the 
specific quote unquote accident you want to happen a little 
easier to go according to plan.” He pauses. “And his 
mother, my sister? To think she’d overdose on sleeping pills 
mourning the death of her husband is absurd. She’sa 
fucking vegan. She won’t even eat meat, let alone take so 
much as an aspirin. She delivered that boy without a single 
drug and now you’re going to tell me that she suddenly took 
her own life, with pills no less, and leaves him as an 

orphan? Nota chance. And whoever did this can bet their 
ass I’m going to find them, and then beat them so bad that 
l'Il be able to twist them into a pretzel and insert their head 
straight up their backside.” 


Suddenly the glass in his hand shatters and | see blood 
immediately gush. 


“I'm sorry. I’m very protective of my family.” 


“Of course.” It’s not lost on me that he said his sister is a 
vegan, as if she’s not gone yet. I’m not sure Vitaly’s the only 
one who hasn't fully come to grips with this. 


Growing up in an orphanage | always felt like | was alone, 
like no one would fight for me. Seeing the anger Alexei has 
for the people who did this makes me want him in my corner 
too. To know there’s someone who loves you so much that 
he’s going to do whatever it takes to track down the person 
who committed the ultimate wrong and make them not only 
suffer the same fate, but to feel the pain he’s feeling is... 
wow. 


But there’s no more time for questions. The few! asked were 
enough for now. Two waiters arrive quickly with cloth towels, 
which Alexei uses to wrap his hand like a boxer. 


“We should probably get back so you can get to know Vitaly 
better.” 


“Of course.” 


| still have so many more questions, but the ones for Alexei 
will have to wait. The bigger question now is what’s it going 
to be like to work with Vitaly...and what’s really going on in 
that beautiful little boy’s head? 


CHAPTER 11 


Crystal 


“Why are you here?” Vitaly looks at me as I set up the 
Connect 4 game. 


“Your dad asked me to come and be a part of your home.” 
“This isn’t my real home.” 

Now the real work begins, and | have to prove I’m qualified 
to do this even though technically I’m one hundred percent 
not. 

“Red or yellow?” 

“Red.” 

| slide him the red discs and take the yellow ones. 

“Is Ludmila going to play too?” 

“Not right now.” 

“Later?” 


“Maybe she can. I’m not sure, but we can check later.” 


Vitaly says nothing. He eyes the tower and drops in his first 
disc right down the middle. 


Alexei pulled Vitaly out of school this semester. He told me 
on the drive back that it wasn’t an easy decision, or one he 
took lightly. Part of him thought that Vitaly should just keep 
marching, that time away would allow his mind to wander 
and alienate him from other children during an important 
phase of his growth and socialization. In the end what won 
out was Alexei’s concern that someone was targeting the 
family and he wasn’t about to let anyone make an attempt 
at Vitaly’s life. Not now, and not ever. 


“Good choice.” | put a disc down right next to his. 
“You blocked me,” he huffs. 


“| don’t want you to win and you don’t want me to win, 
right?” 


He crosses his arms and just looks at the board before finally 
dropping another disc on top of his first one. 


Alexei told me not to go easy on him. He’s made it 
abundantly clear that he doesn’t want Vitaly to grow up 
“soft.” Alexei is very much at odds with the whole hipster 
culture and isn’t interested in it trying to make strides in 
Russia, and especially not in his home. He was very clear 
that Vitaly should be treated like “a real man.” | found the 
wording a bit odd, especially in regards to a five-year-old, 
but | know what he meant. 


Now the question is, can | execute on his wish? 


| should drop a disc on top of Vitaly’s and block his, or | 
could drop another one next to his, forcing him to try and 
connect four straight up. | take the middle ground and 
decide to go next to his. 


He quickly counters with a third disc right on top of the first 
two. 


Without hesitation | drop a disc on top of his row of three, 
and equally as quickly he pushes the tower over and takes 
off running and screaming toward his room. “Ludmila would 
let me win!” 


His door slams and immediately | see Alexei in the hallway, a 
wireless earbud in place. 


“What happened?” 
“He was about to get a Connect 4 and | blocked him.” 


Alexei nods. “Good. You're doing the right thing.” He gives 
me a thumbs up sign and then walks back toward his office, 
but | overhear a bit of his conversation. “Sorry Mr. Fletcher, 
but you know we have sanctions imposed against us and the 
Royal Bank of Scotland won’t—” His door shuts behind him. 


Sanctions against Russia or Alexei in particular? | need to 
mind my own business. 


| put the game back in the box and tip back my glass of 
water, which seems to immediately fill my bladder. 


| go to the bathroom and while I’m sitting | pull up a YouTube 
video of a random song and let it play...so | can open up the 
door underneath the sink. 


| finish my business and double-check that the door is 
locked. After pulling out the box with my toilet paper 
fingerprint blocker technique | open the top. 


Inside is a new small piece of paper. 


| really shouldn’t read it. 

No, definitely not. 

l'Il just put it right back where | found... aww heck. 

| pull out the paper. 

Bunga Bunga red dress is the one. 

What in the...? Bunga bunga? This sounds like some 
caveman lingo now. | slide the note back inside the box and 


wash my hands. 


The second | open the door Ludmila is standing there staring 
at me. 


“What are you doing in the bathroom?” 

“I...” My heartbeat is racing. “Using the toilet.” 
“Where's Vitaly?” 

“He went to his room.” 


“He’s got serious issues. You can’t just let him run off by 
himself. Here,” she says, grabbing me by the arm and 
taking off down the hall toward his room. 


A wave of relief washes over me that she isn’t questioning 
me about the note, but about Vitaly. That shouldn’t bea 
relief actually. | need to do some serious research about 
Vitaly’s condition so | can try and get up to speed as quickly 
as possible. | was naive in thinking that my similar 
experience was going to be all | needed. Thinking back | 


always regarded the handful of “ professionals” | interacted 
with over the years as being nothing more than people who 
either couldn’t relate, or in a couple cases, men who were 
just looking to take advantage of a troubled youth. | taste 
bile in my mouth remembering the thought and thankful | 
escaped unscathed. 


Ludmila opens Vitaly’s door while still holding onto my arm. 
Vitaly is in the corner, his knees pulled up to his chest and 
his head down. He’s not crying, but he’s definitely not 
smiling either. 


“Vitaly. You okay?” 
He doesn’t respond. 


Ludmila says something in Russian to which Vitaly fires an 
angry reply back. He points at me and continues yelling. | 
feel my body pulling back at whatever accusation he’s 
shooting my way, but from Ludmila’s aggressive response 
and the way she yanks me forward | can tell she’s taking my 
side. I’m a bit surprised. 


Vitaly buries his head again and Ludmila allows a beat to 
pass. She says something again in Russian and then Vitaly 
raises his head and looks at me. “I’m sorry for my actions, 
Crystal.” 

“It’s okay, Vitaly. Really.” 


Ludmila says one more thing and then guides me out of the 
room. 


“He'll be fine, but we should just leave him alone for awhile.” 


I’m confused. Isn’t this in contradiction to how she was just 
reacting to his outburst? Maybe she just wanted to check on 
him. 


“I can knock on his door in...say, five minutes and see how 
he is?” 


“Just leave him. He needs to be aman and shouldn’t pout. 
If he wants to pout then he can be alone. When he’s ready 
to act like an adult he can join the rest of us.” 


“He’s only five.” 


“Listen, Crystal.” The way she’s beginning I’m already angry 
before she continues in a way | know is coming. “Russia 
isn’t some bullshit Hallmark card country like you came 
from. We deal with things differently here. You try and win 
Vitaly over he’ll smell your weakness and walk all over you. 
Look around. This isn’t a home. This is a den, full of wolves 
and | suggest you quit walking around like a lost sheep with 
a cut on her leg because these predators already smell 
blood, I’m sure, and they’re circling.” 


“| beg your pardon?” | say, jerking my hand from Ludmila, 

but I’m not strong enough. | jerk again and free myself on 

my second attempt. | want to carry through and elbow her 
right in the fucking face, but refrain. 


“Do it your way, or mine. | don’t care, but you’ve been 
warned.” 


She turns and walks away as if nothing happened, which is 
odd because it seems like something is a/ways happening 
around here. 


And it’s coming from every angle. 


CHAPTER 12 


Crystal 
The next morning 


| received another lesson yesterday evening when Alexei 
told me he and Vitaly were taking a short vacation, and as 
Vitaly’s nanny | was coming along. 


His thoughts were that a change of scenery would be good 
for Vitaly, plus getting the two of us together in a new and 
exciting way could help me bond with his son. 


| like the plan, but I’m not sure if Alexei is too cold about 
everything. Doesn’t he understand that Vitaly is a five-year- 
old and he’s expected to have feelings of mourning and 
anger after two wounds that are very fresh? 


| want to say something to Alexei, but this is his home and 
he’s hired me. | remind myself that he’s paying me to help 
raise Vitaly, and one of the ways | can do that is to politely 
let Alexei know ways | recommend we can bring him up in 
the best environment possible, given the circumstances. | 
was going to tell him on the way to wherever he was driving 
us but hold off. 


But as it turns out he was driving us to the airport, where we 
run into a couple of women at the private hangar where an 
airplane is awaiting us. 


“Hey Alexei,” one of the women winks. “When you gonna 
take us up in your plane?” 


“When you're ready to jump without a parachute,” he 
mumbles under his breath as he helps me board. 


“Who are they?” | ask as Vitaly runs to the back of the plane 
with wide eyes, taking in everything and totally ignoring the 
two of us. Perfect. 


“Two Netjets stewardesses who are intent on initiating me 
into the mile high club, a club | have no interest in joining... 
with them.” 


His eyes move from mine to my lips as he puts my backpack 
into the overhead bin, his body leaning in so close to mine | 
could rip his shirt off and run my hands up and down his abs 
and across his chest if | wanted to. What am I talking 
about? | do want to. 


The stewardesses that we do have go to close the door and 
one of the women from below yells out, “See ya at the bunga 
bunga.” 


There’s that word again... bunga bunga. 


Alexei rolls his eyes, but I’m not letting this reference go 
unnoticed. 


“What’s bunga bunga?” 


“A game those women like to play. Here,” he says, changing 
the subject. “Let’s get you something to drink.” 


A game those women like to play? 


Alexei pours a couple glasses of champagne while | make 
sure that Vitaly is buckled up and seated. I’m not the 


stewardess, but it’s still my job to make sure the little guy is 
Okay at all times. 


“Wanna play a game or watch a movie?” 


“Movie,” he says. Perfect. That gives me one on one time 
with Alexei. | get his movie selection sorted and join Alexei 
at the front of the plane. 


“Cheers,” he says. 


We clink glasses and | take a sip. It’s like nothing I’ve ever 
tasted and the bottle is unlike anything I’ve ever seen. | can 
only imagine what this must cost and | feel guilty for 
drinking it. 


“So you saw those women back there?” he asks as we taxi 
out to the runway. 


“The bunga bunga girls.” 


“Something like that. Those are the kind of women | don’t 
need, but seem to cling to this kind of lifestyle with the 
claws of a ferocious beast. Now you know why every mafia 
man wants a son, not a daughter.” 


| freeze. Did he say every mafia man? 

He picks up on my state, and immediately cuts to the 
chase. “Yes, I’m involved in businesses that aren’t the kind 
you find listed on the New York Stock Exchange, but they’re 
just as big, powerful, and difficult to run.” 


“What kind of business?” 


“It’s not important. What’s important is that you have 
nothing to worry about.” 


“How can | relax if | Know there’s a chance something bad 
can happen to you, Vitaly, or even me? How do I know that 
what happened to...” | skip over saying his brother in law’s 
name and his sister’s. “... isn’t connected?” 


“It is connected. That’s the problem. But things in Russia 
aren't as black and white as they are in your country. Here 
the government is the mafia. They work together hand in 
hand, which is a good thing, but can also be a bad thing.” 


“Depending on if you’re in lockstep with the government or 
against them.” 


“Which you never really know for sure if you are or not. In 
favor one minute, out the next. Most people think it would 
be so easy to do what | do. Just make a few calls there and a 
few meetings here and everything runs so smoothly. And 
that’s why they’re not in my position. The decisions | make 
affect lives, and often end them... whether figuratively or 
literally.” 


“I’m not sure how to process your words,” | say, taking a 
drink and trying my best to appear calm although my hands 
are starting to shake. 

“It’s easy. You already have my trust. Just don’t lose it.” 

“| don’t plan to.” 

“Good.” He takes a drink. “Now, the other morning at 


breakfast you had questions, but we were interrupted. 
Would you like to ask them now? | thought about things last 


night and realize it’s better if you know what you’re getting 
into from the beginning.” 


“Thank you. | appreciate your candor.” 


He says nothing, just staring at me as if he’s awaiting a 
laundry list of questions | have prepared so he can quickly 
answer them and get this “task” crossed off his list for today. 


“| have a question before we even start.” 


Again, no response. He’s just waiting for me to begin. “They 
say that people really only have two settings when it comes 
to interacting with other people..transactional and 

personal. In many Western countries social interactions 
have a very heavy transactional feel to them. From what | 
understand Russian people and many Mediterranean people 
don’t like this transactional style... which is why tipping 

often doesn’t even work. People interact socially on a much 
different level, no matter their station in life. But from the 
way you seem to have this laundry list of tasks to complete 
every day, and the way you’re almost waiting for my 
questions as if it’s something to complete and move on to 
something else, it almost feels transactional. It’s almost as if 
once you answer my questions, then you can go to the next 
step...which | assume in your mind is getting my clothes 
off.” 


“Perceptive and feisty. How did | get so lucky?” He pauses. 
“You are exactly right, but there’s one difference... make that 
two. In my line of business decisions have to be made 
quickly so | have something of an off and on switch to my 
brain. It’s similar to the way | understand some writers 
write. They'll lock themselves away and focus on nothing 
but the story they’re working on for days on end, and then 


they come out of their self-imposed exile and return to 
normal life. I’m the same, except I’m doing this every day.” 


“Is that different than anyone else who has a job?” 


“Yes, because many people that work roll into work late, eat 
at their desk, talk to some co-workers, do a bit of work, wait 
for lunch, go to lunch, come back and try to make it through 
the drowsy part of their day, and then do a bit more work 
before counting down to five o’clock.” 


| nod. I’ve never had an office job, but | can see that making 
sense in some cases. 


“I’m on all day... completely on. It’s one of the reasons I'd 
never try and raise Vitaly all by myself, and why you see me 
treating him with such tough love. He needs the same traits 
that | have if he’s to live in my world, and he is. It’s his only 
choice at this point and | intend to raise him that way, which 
also happens to be a more masculine, Russian way.” 


“So why did you hire an American nanny when you already 
have one, and a Russian one at that?” 


“Because | don’t trust her.” 

“You don’t trust her, but you keep her in your home? That 
doesn’t seem very Alexei”...| pause, realizing | don’t even 
know his last name. 


“Hrechka. Alexei Hrcheka.” 


“Doesn't sound very Alexei Hrcheka of you,” | say, sounding 
out his last name in syllables. 


It’s a unique and beautiful name, and balanced, which | feel 
like is something he’s searching for in his life right now...and 
one of the reasons he brought me into his life... to help find 
it. 


“No, it’s not. But Ludmila came with Vitaly as part of a 
package deal, and now I’m attempting to unpackage that 
deal and do so on my own terms.” 


“Package deal?” 


“Vitaly is familiar with her and from what | see he likes her. | 
don’t. Not only that | don’t truly know what Ludmila is up to, 
but she’s connected to the Kremlin. | know this, but I don’t 
know in exactly what capacity. | can’t just give her the ax or 
there will be repercussions, although | don’t know what they 
would be or how severe. Would this be a problem for me? 
Probably not, but why risk it? Life is more art than science. 
It’s one of the things | feel many men don’t understand and 
women do. If | give Ludmila a different set of responsibilities 
until | can learn more about her and what her true motives 
are, it gives me time to make a decision about what to 
ultimately do with her...and more importantly what she’s 
trying to extract from me.” 


“You think she’s working for someone else?” 

“In Russia someone is always working for someone else, 
even if it’s simply themselves. There’s more to Ludmila than 
meets the eye. With you caring for Vitaly | can keep a closer 
eye on her and find out who she’s providing information to.” 


“What makes you think she’s providing information.” 


Alexei leans back in his leather seat and it doesn’t even 
make a sound. | can only imagine how much these things 


costs and the specs to which they were made. 


“I've already said too much. Don’t worry about her too 
much. She’s not able to cause any problems for you in the 
house. I’ve got her on tight security. Just focus on Vitaly 
and everything will be fine.” 


“How do you know you've got her on tight security?” 


I’m close to exposing what | found in the bathroom, but I’m 
not sure this is the time or place, not to mention | don’t 
know who's behind it yet. If I point a finger at Ludmila and 
I’m wrong then Alexei may distrust me...and Ludmila will 
surely figure out what | did and seek revenge. But if | don’t 
tell Alexei and something happens then I have a secret | 
have to bear, and I’m terrible at keeping my emotions 
hidden... especially if something were to happen and | felt 
guilty for it... if | could have done something to stop it. 


But we’re all here on this jet, that is now taking off, so no 
one can harm us. I’m best to keep my mouth shut and let 
this quick vacation play out before | decide what to do. 


Not to mention there’s something about this whole bunga 
bunga business | don’t like. And | feel like the more 
information | can obtain about that, the better my decision 
to share or not to share, what | found in the bathroom will 
be. 


| turn and see Vitaly looking out the window as the plane 
ascends. The smile on his face is priceless, and even though 
I’ve only flown once in my life before, and that was to get to 
Russia, the experience of watching him take it all in is even 
better than looking out the window myself. 


As someone who never had a family | figured | didn’t need 
one, and never wanted one. I’m barely eighteen years old 
but now, out of nowhere, | can really picture myself here 
with Vitaly and Alexei. It’s perfect...too perfect in fact. 


And that’s what scares me. 
Both in the good way, and in the bad. Because | know 


there’s bad lurking under the surface here...| just don’t know 
what it is. Yet. 


CHAPTER 13 


Alexei 
“Please, Crystal. It’s rude not to accept a gift.” 
“It’s too much, Alexei.” 
“It’s nothing. And you'll need it for dinner tonight.” 
“| thought we were staying in?” 
“We are, but that doesn’t mean we won’t get dressed up. | 
don’t dress up for other people. | dress up for myself, and 
for you. And I know you'd like to do the same.” 
She knows I’m not wrong, and when her cheeks turn bright 
red I’m closer to her agreeing to that little black Prada dress 
that will look incredible on her under the candlelight tonight 
in our chalet. 
“| don’t know.” 
“Il do. Listen,” | say, taking her face in my hands. “I know 
you’re not keeping track but Vitaly got ten times this much 
today at FAO Schwartz. The least you can do is accept one 
gift. I’ve been trying to get you to take something all day, 
and if I’m being honest this gift is just as much for me as it is 
for you.” 


“For you?” 


“Because | get to be the first, and only one, to see you in it.” 


| gently move her head up and down in my hands, forcing 
her into a yes. 


“Okay.” 
“Okay,” | repeat, as | turn to the sales associate. 


Crystal has to get used to me spoiling her because there’s 
going to be a lot of it. To a certain point | like that she 
doesn’t want my gifts. She’s a smart girl. She knows 
nothing in life is free, except when it is. | want to give her so 
much just because of all the pleasure she’s giving me. The 
pleasure of taking in her beauty, youth, and exuberance 
every day. Watching her play with Vitaly and seeing how 
he’s bonding with her more and more. And of course 
knowing that she’s mine, whether she’s come to terms with 
it or not. 


The clerk is out of sight and it’s just the two of us in this 
corner of the shop. Her face is still in my hands and | want 
to kiss her so damn bad, just not here. Our first kiss can’t be 
like this. It needs to be perfect, just like her. 


“Thank you, Alexei.” 
“For nothing. I’m the one who owes the thanks to you.” 


We leave the shop and at this point | don’t even know how 
I’m able to maintain control right now. My arm is around her 
shoulder as she takes Vitaly’s hand. We make the perfect 
family. All we’d need right now is to have our picture taken 
here in these cobblestone Swiss streets with the chocolate 
shop and watchmaker signs in the background and you’d 
have a Christmas card that everyone would buy. 


But I’d never let them. This memory is mine all mine and 
I’m not about to share it with anyone other than the three of 
US. 


If Vitaly wasn’t with us right now I'd yank her inside one of 
these quaint little chocolate shops, cover her body in syrup, 
and lick off every last drop. 


My dick is so fucking hard right now, and it wasn’t because 
of the compression from the flight over. Every time | was 
around her my heart was pumping overtime, filling my body 
with oxygenated blood that was blasting through my veins 
and arteries, and making my cock throb to a point where it 
was painful to even stand. 


Damn, | wanted inside her so bad. | wanted to feel her pussy 
clench around my cock as my mouth claimed hers at the 
same time. 


| feel my arm on her shoulder tighten, as | pull her in even 
closer and grip the side of her arm with my fingers, my 
possessiveness running wild. 

| was never a romantic before, and apparently my body and 
mind were ready to make up for lost time. How could you 
not feel romantic in a place like this, but it wasn’t because of 
the amazing Swiss scenery. It was because of her. 

“I'm burning up,” | say, stopping so | can remove my jacket. 
“You're not cold?” 


“You make me hot.” 


She blushes and I try and turn it down with Vitaly right here, 
but he’s looking at all the little bridges and beautiful brick 


buildings. He’s already fascinated by architecture and of 
course trains. The trams that are running through the city 
are close enough for him to see. 


We get back to the chalet and because it’s a vacation | allow 
Vitaly to eat a cheeseburger and chocolate bar for dinner. 
Also, | know that a heavy meal will knock him out, and it 
does exactly that. 


While Crystal is getting him put to bed, | make a simple 
cheese fondue the Swiss are famous for, that | know she’s 
going to love. 


When I hear her reading him a bedtime story I sneak into the 
master bedroom and change my underwear. I’m 
embarrassed, like a schoolboy, at the fact that I’ve got so 
much precome leaking from my rod that my underwear is 
wet to the point where it’s uncomfortable. 


| reach down and adjust myself, glad to be in a dry pair of 
drawers, but knowing they’re not going to be dry for long. 
There’s no stopping my need for her. Not now. Not ever. 


Seconds after I’m back in the kitchen | feel the heat from her 
body close to mine and | can’t take it anymore. This game of 
tug-of-war has been going on all day today. I’d get closer to 
her in the shop but Vitaly would start eyeing us. | felt her 
body against mine as we walked through the streets, but 
there was nothing | could do about it. We talked at lunch, 
our faces growing closer, but it wasn’t appropriate to share 
our first kiss under those circumstances we were in. 


Not anymore. 


There’s no more time for formalities, niceties, or any of that 
stuff. It’s time for the raw, primal need that has built to a 


fever pitch inside me to take over. | don’t have a chance to 
stop it even if | wanted to. And | damn sure don’t. 


| grab her body and pull her close into me, feeling her chest 
press into my torso. Her nipples are already hard, and I can 
feel the peaks poking through the fabric of her dress and 
into my skin. 


| drop the spoon | was using to stir the damn cheese fondue 
and grab her face like | own it, and I do. It’s mine. She’s 
mine. 


| lean in and without hesitation | claim her mouth, pulling 
her body even closer into mine, all of her pressing up 
against my front as our bodies crash together. 


My erection grinds into her stomach as her hands wrap 
around my body. | shift my weight from one foot to the 
other, trying to release the force my dick is placing on my 
trousers. It’s no use, but it does elicit a groan from her that 
damn near has my dick tearing right through the fabric. 


Our kiss intensifies, my tongue searching out every part of 
her mouth, claiming her as my fingers hold her waist tight, 
possessively, letting her know she’s not going anywhere... 
ever. 


Our bodies are moving in an almost dance, or some sort of 
dry humping fashion, as we continue to devour each other’s 
faces and | swear | could come right now, fully clothed, if I’m 
not careful. 


The heat from her mouth enters mine as mine does the same 
to hers. She mewls into me and | practically unload right 
then and there. 


My fingertips trace her feminine jawline and then slide down 
her throat, gripping it slightly on the way down, holding her 
in place as our mouths continue to face fuck each other. 


| can feel the blood rushing through her veins, or is that 
mine? At this point | don’t know what’s hers and what’s 
mine and that’s exactly the point. 


Ours. Mine. 


We're becoming one, and when | slide inside her, our bodies 
pressed together, it will be impossible to tell where one of us 
ends and the other begins because we'll be connected so 
damn close, so fucking tight, that we may never come 

apart. They’ll have to call the fire truck to come out with 
those Jaws of Life to pull us apart, and even that may not 
work. 


We'll be like those mummies that are buried together, their 
bodies completely intertwined. 


But we'll be alive, morphing into one as I fill her with my 
seed and we create a life together of our own. 


Just thinking about it has me dreaming of making twins, 
triplets, hell...twenty babies with her. 


| want everything with her, and all at once. Because that’s 
exactly how she came into my life, like a tornado and flipped 
my whole world upside down and made it spin at the same 
time. 


I’m lost in my desire for her, in my passion for her, and in her 
love for my child. In her simplicity and her elegance. In her 
feistiness and her mannerism. She’s mastered the yin and 
the yang and knows the time to employ each. 


And she’s mine. 


“You're so fucking perfect,” | rumble into her ear as | smell 
her sweet scent. “And so fucking mine.” 


“So yours,” she says, and hearing her accept my claim and 
reinforce it only reinforces what | already knew, not that | 
needed to hear it but damn it sure is nice. 


Mine. 


| bite down softly on her shoulder as the black spaghetti 
strap of her Prada dress slides off her shoulder. 


“Alexei,” she whimpers. Hearing her say my name like that 
is the most erotic sound on the fucking planet. 


“Beautiful.” 


| feel the corners of her mouth move up as she smiles into 
my kiss. 


“There’s something | have to tell you.” 

“It will have to wait,” | tease. “Because no matter what you 
say right now I’m not going to hear it, not going to 
remember it, because I’m only focused on you...and making 
you mine.” 

“That’s what this is about.” 

“This? What this?” 


“Being yours. l...l...just want you to know when you say I’m 
yours it means even more than you know.” 


“It means everything, and | know this.” 
“I mean not just now, but always.” 


“Everything about what we have is forever, precious. 
Everything.” 


“Not just into the future, but looking backward too.” 

| pull my face from hers and stare deep into her eyes. | think 
| Know what she means, but it’s cryptic...and | want to hear 
her say it. 


“Yes. l’ve..never... you'll be my first.” 


My fingers tighten on her body and my muscles contract to 
the point | have to be careful I’m not squeezing her too hard. 


| release her for a quick second, closing my eyes and 
lowering my head as | inhale deeply. As I breathe out my 
head snaps back and my arms shoot to the sky. 


She jerks back just a bit at my animalistic display, but | have 
no control over it. It just took over. 


“Mine. Always and forever.” 

She nods and | move right back in and pull her body into 
mine, kissing her swan like neck and listening as she 
breathes out hard, trying to hold on before she’s lost in 
ecstasy. 


“This is everything, you’re everything.” 


“Alexei,” she moans, just before | scoop her up and carry her 
back into the master. | stop, turning around and move back 
to the kitchen. 


Balancing her in one hand | use the other to move the 
fondue pot to one of the cold burners and | turn off the one 
that was cooking. 


“Dinner can wait, huh?” 


“Dinner’s right on time,” | say, carrying her back toward the 
bedroom. 


“What do you mean?” 


“What I mean is, it’s time to devour every single inch... of 
you.” 


CHAPTER 14 


Crystal 


Alexei kicks the bedroom door shut with his foot then he 
walks across the room and tosses me on the bed. 


| bounce, keeping my eyes on him as | make quick work of 
my dress as he races to remove his dinner outfit just as 
quickly. 


Everything is happening so fast, in such a primal way, but | 
want him to know that I’ve thought this through and | want 
this. 


“I'm ready, Alexei. | want you. | want this,” | say, as | slide 
the dress up and over my head. 


He growls like a wild beast as he steps out of his trousers 
and for the first time | can really see just how big and hard 
his steel rod is. 


He looks at me like he’s possessed, his eyes raking across 
my body as I unhook my bra. 


“Crystal,” he moans. “Mine.” 
| open my mouth to return his words, to call out his name, 
but nothing comes out. Good, because | don’t trust my own 


voice right about now. 


When my breasts spring free he springs from the floor onto 
the bed, one hand sliding through my hair as his other hand 


Slides his boxers down mid thigh and off his body. 


| feel the underside of his shaft against me, his dick is so 
hard it’s parallel to his torso. 


| slide out of my drenched panties and throw them aside, 
surprised they don’t stick to the wall when they hit it. 


“All the things I’m going to do to you. But first...” 


He grabs my hips and slides me up towards the head of the 
bed as he kisses his way down my body and across the 
inside of my thighs, which are already shaking. 


“Not yet. Don’t you dare. Not until | say so. Not until I’ve 
had a chance to taste this virgin pussy...my virgin pussy.” 


Oh. My. God. 


| grab the sheets, balling them up into fists but the moment 
he kisses just next to my folds | can’t help but grab a hold of 
his short hair and push his face straight into my cunt. 


Any ability to wait...to display an ounce of civility... it’s all 
gone as | grind his head in a circle in my sex as his tongue 
wipes my womanhood clean. 


| leave one hand on his head and the other finds his rock, 
hard, circular shoulder muscle. My fingernails can’t help but 
dig in as | continue to force his face into my pussy. 


His moans send vibrations throughout my body as he laps at 
my loins, before | feel his tongue dive deep inside me and 
my head flies back onto the padded headboard. 


Even though it’s padded it should hurt, but all | feel is 
pleasure as he takes my nub in his mouth and rolls it 
around, sucking on it and blowing on it before releasing it 
and then licking straight up my middle before licking my clit 
with the tip of his tongue before rolling it around in his 
mouth like a maraschino cherry...and is my stomach ever in 
knots right now. 


My breathing is frantic, my body uncontrollable as | writhe 
and squirm to the movements of his mouth and tongue as 
he tastes me. 


“Don’t stop,” | call out, thankful that he told me even this 
place is bulletproof and soundproof. | don’t have to worry 
about anyone hearing us. 


He keeps his head in my lap but his hand comes up and 
gently caresses my throat. | lean into it, feeling the slight 
restriction of air only heightening my first experience. 


| slide a hand down and run it along his back, feeling his 
muscles fully clenched, fully firing as if he’s performing an 
athletic feet. 


His hand tightens slightly more around my neck and just 
before | start to see stars | lean back and inhale a big gulp of 
fresh mountain air, and a surge of oxygenated blood shoots 
through my veins. 


His head comes off me, despite my attempts to keep him 
there. His neck is stronger than my entire arm, but | don’t 
care. 


Because | get to see him look at me, stare me down like the 
alpha wolf on Animal Planet after a kill when he eats and 


none of the other animals eat until he’s finished... if he even 
allows that. 


And with Alexei | know he’s my one and only. He’s my first, 
and he'll be the only man to taste me and I can’t wait to 
taste him in kind. 


He looks like a savage, a brute, and a wild man who’s 
addicted to the taste of my flesh. 


“Fuck the fresh mountain streams. | want to watch you 
come, watch you squirt like a fucking geyser and bottle it up 
so | can sip it all day like the world’s most powerful 
espresso...my shot of energy...my fountain of youth. My 
pussy.” 


My nostrils flare and | try and breathe in fast enough to get 
oxygen to my brain to process all his dirty talk, but | can 
barely keep up. 


His hand comes off my neck and slides down in-between my 
breasts, wiping the dewy mist in-between the valley 
between my breasts before taking it to his face and sticking 
his fingers in his mouth, licking it like the sauce that's 
dripped from a juicy burger. 


And he never breaks eye contact. 


When he pulls his hand from his mouth he growls something 
fierce and dives right back into my cunt, teasing my nub. 


“Come for me,” he demands. | don’t hear his words though, | 
feel them. 


Both my hands find his head again before my arms start to 
spasm. Seconds later my stomach tightens and the inside of 


my thighs rumble just before my leg kicks like it’s been 
hooked to a thousand watts of electricity and that geyser he 
wanted so bad erupts... right into his mouth. 


“Ummm,” he grumbles. “Um!” as he sucks up every last 
drop. 


My heart feels like it’s going to explode as my pussy does 
that. | feel like my pussy is just dangling in the wind, 
completely opened up like a flower for him as he cleans me, 
wipes me bone dry with his tongue. 


“As much as | want you to know how you taste, | can’t.. 
because I’m not sharing this with anyone, not even you. 
This is mine. You’re mine. And now I’m going to show you 
just what it means to be mine.” 


| feel another small aftershock as he slides up my body and 
onto his knees, lining the crown of his cock up with my spit 
polished hole. 


He leans in, his lips crashing into mine as he whispers into 
my mouth. “Do you know how crazy you make me?” 


“As much of a lunatic as you make me?” 
“You're damn right. You're. Damn. Right.” 


“Take me, Alexei. Claim me. Make me yours. Fuck my wet 
pussy.” 


“Nobody. Ever. Tells. Alexei. Hrechka. What. To. 
Do....until you.” And with that | feel his cock slide inside me 
in one swoop, filling me with more than | can take. 


My whole world goes black for a moment before a flash of 
light has my mind shooting right back. 


“Are you okay? Tell me I didn’t hurt you. You know I'd never 
mean to, it’s just—“ 


| grab his face and pull him into a kiss. 


“It’s perfect. You're perfect. Now take me how | know you 
want to... which is exactly how | want too. With reckless 
abandon and without an ounce of control.” 


Every nerve ending inside me sends messages straight to 
my brain as he oh so slowly backs his dick out of me until 
just the tip is still inside. 


| watch as his eyes close and he breathes in deep, the snow 
Capped mountain off in the distance providing the freshest 
of oxygen rich air to our room from the tiny crack he’s made 
in the window. 


But | don’t focus on the fresh scent of the air. | focus on the 
one scent that even though I never knew what it was until 
now, it’s completely ingrained in my human DNA and 
absolutely recognizable. 


Sex. Pure. Raw. Heat. 


He slowly slides back inside me, filling me once again and 
removing that painful void he created, that vacuum, that 
was there when his dick was buried to the hilt inside me. 


His hips begin moving faster and before | even realize what’s 
happening he’s balls deep inside me, my body flailing like a 
rag doll. 


“You did this to me. You turned me into this,” he says, his 
hands on my hips as I’m tossing and turning every which 
way like I’m lost on the ocean floor, waves rolling in over the 
top of me. 


He’s so much bigger, stronger, and more powerful. But this 
is next level. This is a crazed Russian mafia man 
unleashed...on me. 


And I'm loving every second of it. 


“Fuck yeah, woman. Fuck yeah, beautiful. Mine. My, 
Crystal. My...everything.” 


He buries his dick so deep | can’t breathe as his body stills. 


He pulls out and slides in again, and then one more time just 
before he leans all the way in, his big strong arms wrapping 
around my body as he pulls the two us so tight we’re one. 


“Open your eyes!” he commands. “Look what you do to 
me!” 


Just as my eyes shoot open | see a man | don’t even 
recognize, | feel a power | didn’t even know I had in me as 
he completely loses control in every way. 


His dick jerks violently as he fills me with his seed, sending 
me right into an orgasm of my own. 


| try to stay focused on those dark eyes of his, but they’re 
rolling back in his head and for a second all | see is white. 


But they quickly return although from the look of him his 
mind is completely lost. 


| did this. | did this to him, this mighty man who’s 
apparently one of the most powerful in Russia, if not the 
world. 


And he did this to me... turned on the typhoon inside me as | 
continue to come so hard | feel like | can’t stop. 


My body shakes and clenches as | take his aftershocks, 
milking his cock for every last hot, creamy rope he’s got 
until there is no more... for now. 


He collapses on top of me, his chest pounding into mine as 
his lungs search for air. 


| can’t breathe either and just before | feel like I’m going to 
pass out he rolls to the side, allowing my chest to expand 
and search for oxygen just as he is. 


And with that, we just lie there. He’s still got his arms 
around me and for the first time in my life I feel truly safe... 
and loved. 


This man has claimed me in every way and equally as 
important I’ve claimed him. 


Relationships are a two-way street and he’s as powerful a 
man as they come, without being the ruler of a nation. But 
did he ever rule over my body, and me his, as we reached 
the summit together, peaking at just the same moment. 


And that’s perfection. And just one of the ways we're a 
match. 


“Remind me who your first, and only is,” he says softly. 


“You,” immediately rolls off my lips. 


“And you’re mine.” 

What? “Are you—“ 

“Serious. Yes. I’d never give myself to someone who wasn’t 
my equal, my perfect match, the woman | wanted to spend 
the rest of my life with. | waited all this time and the best 
part of it all? It was worth every second.” 

“Yes it was.” 

“Now... let’s make up for lost time.” 


“Both of us.” 


“Together.” 


CHAPTER 15 


Crystal 


Alexei has given me so much confidence that I’ve damn near 
lost my mind. 


And | love it. 


| playfully shove him and then crawl on top of him. “Don’t 
move,” / command. 


He shoots me a playful smirk. “That’s my woman right there 
ladies and gentleman.” 


| keep my eyes on him and move over to where he put our 
bag with the ski boots he bought us all for tomorrow. 


My eyes move from his to his still hard cock and back as | 
slowly pull the laces from his boots and then mine, before 
moving back towards him. 


“What do you have planned there, missy?” 

“You'll find out soon enough, mister.” 

| grab his big wrist even though it’s almost laughable that | 
could really do anything with him that he doesn’t allow. 
He’s a good sport though and plays along. 

| move his hand back, and luckily there’s a gap between the 


bedpost and the padded headboard, allowing me to tie up 
his wrist to the post. 


“Is this what you call a... power play?” 

“Oh, we're going to play all right. All night long.” Damn, 
every part of me is pulsing in anticipation as | tie up his 
other wrist. “Just how much do you trust me?” 


“Completely.” There’s no hesitation in his voice and not an 
ounce of wavering. 


“Good, because that’s what | need right now...and always. 
Complete trust.” 


“It’s what we both need, and what you will always get from 
me. You have my word.” 


“And mine. And speaking of words, | may not have 
experience but I love to read and | read a lot. And you know 
what that gives me?” 

“Ideas?” 

“Lots of them,” I say, as | tie up his other wrist. 

“| guess it’s true then.” 

“What?” 

“Women are the new men.” 

“Not the new men, honey. Women are the new women... and 
we take what we want just like the boys have been doing all 


these years.” 


| slide my body down his, admiring how his dick is still hard 
as arock for me. How in the world did he just unload inside 


of me but not lose his erection? 


| don’t know, but I’m not complaining either. As a matter of 
fact | don’t have anything to say, because | can’t talk the 
second | slide my lips around his big cock and move down 
his shaft, taking as much of him as I can in my mouth. It’s 
barely a third of his massive length, at best, but it’s a start. 


| grip the base of his shaft, stacking my hands as | start 
bobbing up and down on his dick. 


| don’t smoke, chew on pens, or even chew gum for that 
matter, but damn... maybe I’ve got an oral fixation | never 
knew about. 


| continue taking him, listening to him moan and writhe on 
the bed, just as | was doing seconds ago. 


But this time I’m in control, and what gives him pleasure 
sure as hell gives me pleasure too. 


I’m a small town girl who grew up with dreams of trucks and 
tiaras, but when it comes time to play with the boys I can 
take their trucks right out from under their nose...and take 
all they have to give too. 


With my crown securely fastened to the top of my head 
while I’m at it. 


This man has made it clear I’m his princess, his queen, but 
right now I’m treating him like he’s my slave...my sex slave 
that is. 


When | feel his balls pull up, | pull up off his cock, staring at 
him as | wipe my mouth with the back of my forearm like a 
feral feline. 


“You're not gonna let me come, are you?” 
“Oh, you’re gonna come all right. When | say so.” 


| grab another of the shoelaces and very carefully tie a bow 
to the base of his ballsack. 


“Be careful down there, woman.” 


“Believe me. You’ve made me feel like | have a tiara on my 
head, but these are our family jewels right here.” 


He gives me a “really?” kind of look, and | know we're both 
holding back a laugh. 


But the humor disappears real quick when | slide into 
position and lower myself on his pole, bounding up and 
down off his thighs as he growls at my feverish pace. 


My breath quickens as | bounce, his dick impaling me as | 
move from just bouncing to grinding forward each time | 
take in all of him, making sure my clit gets plenty of play in 
the process. 


| reach down behind and underneath me, cupping his balls, 
and pulling the shoelace a bit tighter. He wanted to grab my 
throat and cut off my air? Well two can play at this game, 
and he’s going to love it just as much as | did and explode 
with the same intensity too. 


It’s crazy to think how much of a man’s decision making is 
controlled by his cock...that he practically lives and breathes 
with his balls, and for all intents and purposes a man does 
when you have a makeshift rope around them. 


| keep bouncing... keep grinding...and his moans become 
more urgent, more intense. His hands break free of their 
binds and quickly shoot up and latch a hold of my breasts as 
he jerks me up and down by the titties right along at the 
pace I’ve already established. 


“l'm gonna... l'm...” 


Quickly I pull both ends of the bow, releasing his balls, but 
there’s nowhere for them to drop. They pull a disappearing 
act, pulling up tight and the only thing that disappears is 
every ounce of seed from inside his body as he erupts into 
me, sending me right into my third climax in under thirty 
minutes. 


My arm spasms until it locks, freezing in place to the point I 
can’t even move it. 


Alexei’s body kicks and his hips buck, but | hold on for the 
ride, milking him dry until finally | feel his dick start to 
soften and | come down from cloud nine and | fall forward 
right onto his chest, just as his hands come around to catch 
me. 


“Every time you fall...l got you.” 

His words are so damn sweet. | kiss him on the cheek and 
cuddle up underneath his chin, my hand on his chest as | 
feel his heart hammer against his ribcage. 


“And | got you.” 


“Always,” he says. “Always.” 


CHAPTER 16 


Crystal 

The next morning 
The next morning the three of us are all gathered around the 
breakfast table. Vitaly may not be Alexei’s biological son, 
but there are certainly similarities. 
I’m practically in heaven watching my man, and his little 
man eat the food | prepared for them. | say his little man, 
but really he’s our little man. 
How did | get so lucky? 
“| have to run to a meeting for a couple hours,” Alexei says, 
dabbing the corners of his mouth with a napkin before he 
kisses me right in front of Vitaly. “Anything you want to take 
back to Moscow with you from this house?” he asks Vitaly as 
he playfully rubs the top of his head. 
“| don’t know,” he says with a kind of resigned tone. 
“What’s wrong, buddy?” 
“Nothing. May | be excused?” 


“Sure.” 


Vitaly stands up and walks into the hallway to go upstairs 
when he stops. He just stares at the wall and then all the 


sudden he jumps, slaps the wall and | hear the sound of 
glass breaking. 


Alexei and I run to him and | realize he didn’t slap the wall. 
He grabbed a picture of him and his parents and jerked it 
from the wall. When it broke it cut his hand and now it’s 
bleeding pretty good. 


“Can you bandage him up and l'Il be right up? I’m calling a 
doctor,” Alexei says. 


“Yes. Of course,” | say, leading Vitaly upstairs. 


| turn once as we're climbing the stairs quickly and see the 
Kodak paper laying near the base of the stairs, all three 
faces looking right at me and glass strewn everywhere. 


It’s a not so friendly reminder that whenever I think | have 
the perfect life with these boys, and | do, that | have to 
remember Vitaly is a kid who’s going to need a lot of time 
and special attention. I’m definitely looking forward to the 
challenge. 


But | also have to remember that Alexei isn’t just weekends 
in the Swiss Alps, shopping sprees, and all of the best things 
money can buy. He’s Russian mafia, and | can never forget 
that. 


| get Vitaly bandaged up and not fifteen minute later | hear 
a loud noise outside the window. | look and it’s literally a 
helicopter landing on the top of our condo. 


What in the? 


The sound of footsteps on a staircase outside that | didn’t 
even know existed has me a bit shocked to say the least. A 


few seconds later a doctor enters the house to take a look at 
Vitaly to see if he needs stitches. 


Alexei just had a doctor land on the roof, in a helicopter, not 
fifteen minutes after the accident downstairs. 


| excuse myself and go downstairs to clean up the broken 
glass, but it seems Alexei has already taken care of it. 


Not only that he’s on the phone and opening the door for 
another guest at the same time. 


| pull back into the other room and even though I’m not 
trying to listen in, it’s just that Alexei’s voice is so booming 
and the other man’s is masculine as well. Add in the fact 
that they seem like friends that haven’t seen each other in 
some time and it equates to them speaking even louder 
than they might normally. 

“You really want to sell the place?” 

“It’s time to give someone else a chance to own it.” 


“You already try the private network?” 


“No, | figured you might be able to help me unload it 
discreetly.” 


“Certainly. Speaking of discreet... bunga bunga?” 
Damn it! There it is again. What is this secret code thing? 


| listen in closely, my body leaning toward the other room 
subconsciously. 


“Tonight. You might want to sit this one out though.” Alexei 
Says. 


“Oh?” 
“It’s not going to...let’s say be the best fit for you.” 


“Alexei.” There’s a long pause and | wonder if they're 
moving toward the room I’m in although | don’t hear 
footsteps. Finally the man continues. “They're a//the right 
fit for me.” 


“| see. Well, l'II see you then.” 
“I'm looking forward to it.” 


“And I’m looking forward to getting this trust set up. Shall 
we?” 


| carefully grab an old magazine out from a pile and leaf 
through it just before the two men enter the room. 


“I'm sorry, but do you mind if we use this room for a 
minute?” 


“No, of course,” | say excusing myself. 


Bunga bunga? Trust set up? The note in the bathroom back 
in Moscow that referenced to a woman in a red dress. 


Alexei said he trusted me completely last night, but that’s 
when he was naked and | was tying him to the bed. | really 
do believe he does trust me, but as a fellow orphan I’m not 
going to lie... there’s always that thing in the back of your 
mind that wants to trust people, but that just reminds you 
that the people you want to trust more than anyone, like 


your parents, let you down sometimes. At least in my case 
and that will always stay with me no matter what. 


Trying to get past it is an everyday struggle. And right now 
I’m struggling to understand what Alexei is up to. 


| really need to Know what’s going on before things go on 
further. 


CHAPTER 17 


Crystal 
That night 
| lie in bed back in Moscow unable to sleep. 


| can’t really blame this on the time difference though. This 
is me trying to figure out how to come to terms with how I’m 
going to find out more about Alexei’s life. 


| know tonight is bunga bunga, whatever the heck that is, 
and | also know no mention of it has been made to me. 


Alexei told me he has guests to entertain tonight, and that’s 
about it. He said he’s never been so proud to have someone 
in his life and he can’t wait to show me Off... just not to these 
red-blooded narcissists. It was a strange choice of words on 
his part, to say the least, and I’m trying to figure out just 
what it means. 


I’m also trying to figure out why I’m sleeping in our bed 
tonight... alone, or at least until his “entertaining” ends. 


| stare at the ceiling until | hear my phone vibrate on the 
nightstand. | check it immediately, trying to keep myself 
busy in the hopes I can distract my mind, only to find out it’s 
from Nomad Nanny. 


“That figures,” | say under my breath as | breeze through the 
short message. Seems there’s be an unexpected opening in 
Australia and they say they can transfer me if l’d prefer 


that. They also mention it’s been a few days and they were 
do for a routine check-in to see how things were going with 
“the client.” 


| laugh at the thought of Alexei being “the client” at this 
point. 


| put the phone back down on the end table and walk out of 
the bedroom. | tell myself | want to get some air, but that 
makes no sense. | could just step out onto the balcony 
overlooking the garden if that’s what | wanted. 


What I really want is to go to the bathroom, and not the 
gigantic one in the master suite. 


| make my way through the house in my more conservative 
pajamas than when | was just wearing a thin T-shirt and 
booty shorts underneath. Not this time. I’m taken now... by 
the man of the house...the same man who wore me out last 
night, although that hasn’t translated to a bit of sleep 
tonight. 


| continue until I’m closer to my old bathroom, knowing | 
shouldn’t be snooping around in the middle of the night, but 
human nature and curiosity prevails. 


Suddenly | spot someone coming out of the bathroom and 
duck behind a pillar. 


| don’t hear footsteps and stay still, my heart racing, as 
Ludmila passes not more than five feet from me. She’s 
holding her heels in her hand, and moving quickly. 


Is she trying to sneak around quietly in order to avoid being 
detected? 


| watch as she continues on her way...in a blue dress. 
So much for her being the one in the red dress. 


| continue waiting, not sure what to do. I’m kind of trapped 
in my position until | know for sure she’s gone. 


One minute passes and then another until finally | hear a 
door open in another part of the house and the sound of 
heels descending steps. 


Was she putting her heels back on? 


| quickly make my way to the bathroom, sliding inside and 
locking the door behind me. 


| place my back against the door and breathe out. 

What am I doing? Why am I getting involved in any of this? 
| know Alexei is protecting me, in his own way, so why am | 
just making things harder on him and exposing myself to 
danger. 

| shake my head realizing I’ve become too stupid to live. 
After all those years of criticizing people in books and in 
movies here | am in the exact same spot... making the same 
stupid decision. 


But | have to know the truth. 


| bend down and grab the handle of the little cabinet door 
underneath the sink. It’s wet! 


| pause. Someone’s just been in here, but why didn’t they 
properly dry their hands? 


| stand, and slowly peel back the shower curtain. 

A red dress is hanging inside. 

Oh. My. Word. 

| sit down on the toilet seat and think. What should | do? 
Should | try and find Alexei and alert him that something’s 
up? 

| lean forward and open the door, going immediately for the 
Band-Aid box inside. | open the top and sure enough, 
there’s a note inside. 


| grab it and then suddenly there’s a knock on the door. 


“Who’s in there?” the voice bellows out, the bass cutting 
through the door and slamming into my chest. 


Alexei. 

“It’s me.” 

“You're supposed to be in bed.” 
“I had to use the restroom.” 


“There’s a toilet in our room. Finish up and open the door, 
Crystal.” 


| don’t like the tone of his voice or the way he’s talking to 
me, but | don’t want to seem guilty either. But guilty of 
what exactly? 


“Hold your horses. | can’t do what I’ve got to do any faster 
than | already am.” 


“What are you doing?” 
“I'm peeing, thank you very much!” 


And at this point | nearly am. I’ve never peed my pants in 
my life, but if there ever was a time it seems like now is it. 


| count backward from ten as | put the note back in the box 
and very slowly shut the door so it doesn’t make a sound. | 
stand, flush the toilet, and just before | go to turn on the 
water in the sink | realize maybe it’s better if | have 
completely dry hands. But it’s too late. | just instinctively 
hit the knob and the water touches my skin. My OCDness 
with washing my hands wouldn’t allow me to skip anyway. 
There’s a loud rapping of knuckles on the door again. 

“I’m coming!” 

| pull open the door and standing there is Alexéi...in a tux. 


And right behind him is Ludmila, a smirk on her face as if | 
just unexpectedly walked into whatever trap she just set. 


“| told you she was up to something,” Ludmila gloats. “We 
should search the bathroom.” 


Alexei motions with his hand for me to step out. 
“Whatever you think I did, | didn’t.” 


“How would you even know we think that,” Ludmila sneers. 
“Admission of guilt, Alexei...that’s what that is. You should 


send her back to her fucking orphanage with the rest of the 
losers. You can never trust these kind of people, which is 
why her parents abandoned her in the first place.” 


| cock back my arm and deck Ludmila right across the jaw, 
sending her to the ground. She wipes her now bloody 
mouth with her hand and stands, lurching at me to grab me, 
but Alexei grabs the back of her dress and pulls her back 
without so much as moving his feet. It’s almost as if he’s a 
step ahead of both of us. 


“Take a look, Dimitry,” he says. 

Dimitry? Wasn’t that the...? Yep. The same big guy that 
Alexei grabbed in the courtyard outside for looking at me, 
moves past me and into the bathroom. 


The first thing he does is pull open the shower curtain. 


Ludmila says something in Russian as she points at the red 
dress, then steps inside the bathroom as well. 


Alexei just stands there looking at the dress as both Ludmila 
and Dimitry continue searching. 


Dimitry is practically tearing the tiles off the wall and of 
course Ludmila goes straight for the storage area under the 
sink. 


She’s digging everywhere, but just can’t seem to find what 
she wants...until finally she stumbles on it. 


“What is this?” she says in English, before she’s even got the 
note open. 


“Give that to me,” Alexei commands. 


She hands it to him before she’s able to take a look. Alexei 
reads through it and then stops, just looking at me. 


Ludmila is over the moon happy and | feel like my days here 
in this house are quickly coming to an end...and possibly my 
days on earth as well. 

“| told you you can’t trust an American traitor bitch.” 


“You're right, Ludmila. You’re absolutely right.” 


Alexei takes a step back, squaring his body up to me as he 
reaches inside his tux and removes a small pistol. 


He begins raising it, his arm lined up exactly with my body. 


My entire life flashes in front of my face and all I can hear is 
that stupid Ludmila cackling in the background. 


I’m about to die and for what I have no clue. 
But I’m not going out without a fight, dammit! 


| reach out to shove Alexei, but in one motion he grabs my 
arm and yanks me into his body, his big hand cupping one 
of my ears as he presses the other side of my face to his 
chest, just as he turns the pistol on Ludmila, firing a shot 
right into her forehead. 


| watch as her body goes limp and she falls to the ground 
like a sack of potatoes. 


“Call the garage and tell them to pull the car up front... 
Dimitry,” Alexei says. 


“Da,” Dimitry replies the affirmative in Russian. 

Alexei stands there as Dimitry talks into his tiny comms 
device. Suddenly he steps forward, putting his hand over 
microphone. 

“ Your car...not mine,” he says in English. 


What the? 


Dimitry finishes the call and Alexei rips the comms device 
from him. 


“Don’t move,” he says to Dimitry, shutting the bathroom 
door, pulling a key from his pocket and locking it from the 
outside. | guess as a mafia boss you have to be a bit 
paranoid in all matters and think of everything...including 
the ability to lock someone inside the bathroom when the 
time comes. 


“You okay?” 


“What’s going on? What’s happening?” I’m frantic, 
completely lost. 


“We're getting the fuck out of here... for good.” 


Alexei takes me by the hand and we race to Vitaly’s room. 
He’s sound asleep. 


“Vitaly,” Alexei says. “Time to go for a trip, buddy.” 


Vitaly mumbles something and Alexei scoops him up in his 
Spiderman pajamas. 


Seconds later we’re back at the bathroom and Alexei 
reaches inside his pocket, pulls out a key, and opens the 
door. 


“You're running to the airport to pick up the president of 
Syria, got it?” 


Dimitry nods. 

“You deviate, you're dead.” 

Dimitry nods again. 

“We walk out together. You tell the valet to bring around 
another car. When he’s out of sight we're going to crawl in 


the trunk and you drive. Got it?” 


“Yes, sir,” Dimitry says... without any detection of a Russian 
accent. 


Alexei leans forward, taking Ludmila’s purse, and we walk 
toward the front of the estate. 


“Did you just rob a dead woman?” | ask. 


“That’s not a woman, woman.” 


EPILOGUE 


Crystal 
The next afternoon 


Alexei laughs as he shuts the door behind us to our room 
overlooking the water... what body of water | have no clue. 


“Bet you weren’t expecting that.” It’s the first words any of 
us have said since we left his house last night. 


“Can you please tell me what’s going on?” I’m at my wit’s 
end right now. I’m exhausted, confused, completely lost, 
and | need a drink. 


“Allow Wolf Blitzer,” he says, flipping on the TV and then 
turning it to CNN. 


Wolf is broadcasting live from... right in front of Alexei’s 
home. | recognize it in the background, clear as day. 


“So they’ve taken Berlusconi, Sergei Roldugin, who serves 
as Putin’s bagman, Bashar al-Assad, and a whole laundry list 
of famous figures into custody.” 


“Unbelievable,” the news anchor back in the studio says on 
the split screen. “And what can you tell us about the owner 
of the house.” 


“The owner is dead as is his nephew, both nannies, and a 
few other figures.” 


“Unbelievable. And from what we know the nephew's 
parents were just killed in the last few months, and now the 
sole survivor of that poor family is also gone.” 


My eyes scan the room, realizing that Vitaly is already 
passed out on the couch. 


“Don’t worry. | wouldn’t let him see this,” Alexei says, 
watching my eye movement. 


“I'm... we’re...dead?” 
“AS doornails.” 
“But why?” 


The TV shows the raid of the property. The footage is a bit 
grainy and it’s obviously dark. 


“That was no more than fifteen minutes after we left.” 
“You knew that was going to happen?” 

“I'd been working with the C.I.A. for months.” 

“The C.LA.?” 


“How else was | supposed to put my Russian Mafia days 
behind me, and live to tell about it?” 


“Wait... you’re out of the family, or whatever it’s referred to 
in Russia?” 


“Out of the family? We're dead.” 


“Okay, Alexei. Please. Start from the beginning.” 


| plop down on the couch and bat my eyelids a few times. | 
pinch my thigh and feel the pain. Yes, I’m alive and this is 
real, not something out of a crazy fiction novel. 

“Dimitry was C.I.A. | knew it, but he didn’t know I knew. He 
was the one leaving the notes you found...the notes Ludmila 
was desperately looking for. Dimitry knew he was relaying 
information, he just didn’t know to whom. The C.I.A. was 
using him as a way to get information to me when they 
thought my electronic channels were compromised.” 
“Where’s Dimitry now?” 

“| don’t know. We left him back in Switzerland.” 
“Switzerland?” 


“That’s where we changed planes and got our Antigua 
passports.” 


“When did we get Antigua passports?” 

“When I took Vitaly to the bathroom.” 

“Wait a second. We switched passports in Switzerland?” 
“In the bathroom, yes.” 

“| didn’t even know we were in Switzerland.” 

“That’s the point. We weren’t. We're dead, remember?” 


“Oh my god. Alexei!” 


Even my yell doesn’t wake Vitaly up. The little guy is 
conked out. 


“Probably not gonna go with Alexei any longer, but I'll go 
ahead and answer to it for the rest of the day.” 


“You think this is a game?” 


“Well, if we’re being honest and laying everything on the 
table right now—“ 


“Yes! Always.” 


“When | applied for a new nanny, suspecting Ludmila all 
along, | thought they’d send in another agent. When | took 
one look at you | realized you were the real deal, and not an 
agent. No way they’d send in an eighteen-year-old young 
woman. The C.I.A. couldn’t have trained you that fast. | was 
expecting someone closer to twenty-five that looked young, 
traveling on a fake passport. | was shocked, in the best way 
possible, that you weren’t part of the game.” 


“This isn’t a game. This is my life.” 


“| know, beautiful,” he says, taking a seat next to me. His 
big hand takes mine. “I knew that right away.” 


“After you knew | wasn’t some government agent you 
mean.” 


“Exactly. You were the most refreshing, pure thing, to ever 
enter my life and | fell for you instantly.” 


“What about those notes | found. | still don’t get it.” 


“The American government was intercepting Kremlin 
transmissions. They knew someone was going to make a 
play on my life, hence the woman in the red dress.” 


“But there was no woman in the red dress.” 


“Ludmila, until she wised up and changed her dresses. 
Probably just a lucky guess on her part, but a good one 
nonetheless.” 


“So who was Ludmila?” 


“Ludmila killed Vitaly’s parents. I’m sure of it now. One of 
the C.I.A. agents | was in communication with couldn’t 
confirm it on record, but when I asked him point blank his 
body language gave me one hundred percent confirmation 
of my thought that she’d done it on orders from the Kremlin. 
And she was the one with the nerve agent in her purse that 
she was going to drop into my drink, and the drinks of others 
who could testify against the Kremlin, at the event.” 


“What event?” 
“The bunga bunga party?” 
“What’s this bunga bunga business | keep hearing about?” 


“It became famous a few years ago. Former Italian Prime 
Minister Silvio Berlusconi was hosting what became known 
as Bunga Bunga parties for all these international 
figureheads and quote unquote leaders. Basically it was a 
bunch of old men and high end escorts, some of them 
underage, in private villas doing exactly what you might 
guess.” 


“How did you get involved in that?” 


“| was ordered to host one, as | was connected to the 
Kremlin, but not able to be directly linked back to them. | 
tried to refuse, but was told in no uncertain terms that that 
wasn’t an option. That’s when I went to your government... | 
mean your former government.” He pauses before 
continuing. “Because of my initial attempt to refuse the 
Kremlin’s request to host these events, and my visible 
discomfort at these distasteful and despicable events, they 
decided to end me and my closest family members. They 
must have thought | might share information with my sister 
and her husband or give them some sort of proof in the 
‘unfortunate’ case that anything was to happen to me.” 


“Unbelievable.” 


“Just as unbelievable as Imane Fadil, who was an underage 
Moroccan model at one of these parties years ago and who 
had been recently set to testify against Berlusconi in Italian 
court... until she was found dead of radioactive poisoning in 
a way that has a very Russian fingerprint to it.” 


“You think Putin was behind it?” 


“He was great friends with Berlusconi. It’s hard not to 
connect those dots.” 


“So what happens now?” 


“Now we let all those men who were in my basement last 
night try and fight their way out of it. Unfortunately some 
probably will. Thankfully others probably won’t. If nothing 
else we get a little bit more justice in the world and we make 
a dent in human trafficking.” 


“And what about us?” 


“We write our own ticket. We can stay here in paradise or 
assume new identities and go wherever we want.” 


“How is that possible?” 


“You know that old mafia saying, ‘| offered him a deal he 
couldn’t refuse?” 


a Yes,” 


“| went to the Americans with a deal they couldn’t refuse 
and they gave me one in return.” 


“So we're in witness protection?” 


“Something like that, but not really. We’re dead. No one’s 
looking for us.” 


“Eventually they'll figure it out.” 


“The ambulance took out multiple bodies last night. There 
were a few dressed as we were.” 


“And you planned this all out?” 

“| started from the end and worked backwards.” 
l'm completely shocked. 

“Or should I say...the beginning.” 

“The beginning?” 


“Beautiful, we’re just getting started.” 


Alexei slides off the couch, dropping to a knee as he keeps 
both my hand in his one hand but reaches in his pocket with 
the other, pulling out a small, black velvet box. He flips the 
top up and back with his fingers, revealing a huge diamond 
that would literally have me leaning to the left if it was on 
my finger. 


“In all my thirty-one years I’ve never felt more alive than | do 
now. It’s like everything that ever happened before was just 
practice, just preparation for this moment right now... my 
chance to start truly living for the first time in my life, the 
way life is meant to be lived... with my woman, my perfect 
pairing, my mate, right there by my side to live life to the 
fullest with. | want to share all my smiles with you...and 
there will be many. To share all our accomplishments... and 
there will be many of those too...together. And most 
importantly, there will be many more children, because 
when I see you | see my wife, the mother of my children, and 
the love of my life. Forever. And forever starts now, if you’re 
ready to be mine... always.” 


He takes the ring and places it at the tip of my finger. I can 
see the eagerness in his eyes. It’s true that the eyes are the 
window to the soul, and despite his past, and mine, | can see 
his soul is full of love, protection, and possessiveness... for 
me and the family we’re going to build together. 


| started off as the nanny to a child he unexpectedly became 
a father too. Now it’s time to make plans of our own, 
together, and watch this family we’ve got grow. 


And that all starts with... 


a Yes.” 


Before | know what happens he slides the ring on my finger 
and scoops me up in his arms, kissing me hard as he carries 
me out onto the balcony. 


“Only now is this truly paradise,” he says as the crystal clear 
blue waves lap at the white sandy beach below us. 
“Because | have you to share it with.” 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Alexei 
Five years later 


| double-check the baby seats for our bicycle built for two, or 
technically four. The bike is built for two, but | put in one 
baby seat in front of each of the adult seats. 


“We're good to go,” | say. 


Crystal gets on the front adult seat and | slide Anastasia in 
the front baby seat, in front of Crystal. 


Then | carefully slide her twin brother Artem in the baby seat 
in front of my back adult seat and get on myself. Getting 
our two babies loaded is a bit of a challenge, but it’s worth 
every second. 


Our two babies are the cutest things in the world, although 
they came later than expected. | thought for sure I’d gotten 
Crystal pregnant on our first night, but apparently our 
bodies and minds were too stressed out during that period 
to conceive, which turned out to be a blessing in disguise as 
it gave us more time to enjoy each other and for Vitaly to 
bond with the both of us. 


We take off down the path with Vitaly at our side on his own 
bike. He’s ten and a terror on two wheels. 


“Wait for us, son!” | yell, but it’s no use. He’s already well on 
his way to the waters of the Caribbean. 


Lucky for us Tulum, Mexico is a peaceful somewhat hippy 
town where everyone is very friendly and easy-going. The 
city is full of tourists, which works perfectly for us. Our 
privacy minded lifestyle goes completely unnoticed. 
Nobody has time to care about us when they’re too busy 
enjoying their week or two of yearly vacation. 


Plus, for fun, we changed our names in public. It’s become a 
bit of a running joke to use Spanish names when we go out, 
but it’s really fun and | think it’s good for the kids creativity. 


Speaking of creative, I’m glad my plan to convert twenty 
million in cash to Bitcoins before we bailed on Russia 
worked. With the Internet it’s easy to convert it slowly back 
into cash as we need it. The beautiful thing is that after 
making so much money | now know that money doesn’t 
mean much anymore. Sure, | need it to provide for my 
family and give them the best life possible, but the best 
things in life truly are free. 


Watching the sunset as a family. Free. 
Going for a swim in our infinity rooftop pool. Priceless. 


Having the woman of my dreams and our children by my 
side every day and night. Paradise. 


“Hal Tricked ya, dad!” Vitaly yells as he comes up from 
behind. 


“Hey! How’d you do that?” 


“Shortcut through the jungle.” 


“You're too smart,” Crystal says, complimenting him. She’s 
been great at that since day one and we've reached a point 
where he’s put his past behind him too. We'll never forget 
his mother, my sister, and her husband, but he’s a fully 
adjusted, happy and healthy ten-year-old boy now. I'd like 
to take some of the credit for it, but | know a large majority 
of it goes to my woman. 


She spent so much time with him, just listening to him and 
being there for him. 


The way the two of them connected is amazing. I’m sure the 
people that see us never doubt she’s his mother, which is 
why he calls her “mom” these days, and has for a few years 
now. 


| followed the trials that happened after the arrests five 
years ago. | was happy that the justice system was able to 
prevail in quite a few of them. | was surprised considering 
the unlimited access to funds most of those big wigs have. 
But for every dollar they had, the government had minutes 
of security footage from my place... security cameras that | 
just so happened to point in the direction of those low lifes 
which recorded so many of their bad deeds. 


But that’s in the past now and the only deeds we're teaching 
our kids are good ones, which is why Vitaly’s bike comes 
screeching to a halt just up in front of us. 

“What’s going on, buddy?” 


“It’s a sea turtle, dad. Why is he way up here?” 


“| don’t know. Maybe he got lost.” 


“Can | put him in my basket and take him down to the 
beach?” 


“| bet he’d appreciate that.” 


Vitaly leans down and carefully picks him up. “Come on, 
buddy. We're taking you home.” 


| smile and feel a shot of warmth shoot through my body, 
overpowering even the heat from the day. 


Home...that’s exactly where | am in my life now. Home here 
in paradise, because home isn’t a place where you lay your 
head at night... home is where you’re surrounded by the 
people who love you more than anything, and the people 
you love more than life itself. 


Because they are my life. Completely. 


Crystal turns and smiles at me as Vitaly pedals off in front of 
US. 


“Turtle!” Anastasia says. 


“That’s right, sweetie,” Crystal says as she runs her hands 
through her hair and kisses the on top of her head. 


| lean forward and wrap my arms around our Artem, as the 
four of us just sit there on our bike...not riding, just enjoying 
each other, as Vitaly leads the way to the beach. 


| love that little bugger, because when he found his way in 
my life he unintentionally lead Crystal to me, and me to her. 


And there’s never been a fork in the road since. We’re 
always on the same path...the one that leads to happiness. 


Together. 


And that path today leads to the beach, and tonight it will 
lead her to telling me she’s pregnant again. 


| can tell by the way she’s been acting lately. It’s the same 
as when she found out she was pregnant with the twins. 


And it causes me to act a little differently too. 

Like a wildman. A man possessed. 

| can never get enough of her, but somehow my love for her 
seems to be even bigger when | know she’s carrying my 
child... our child. 

“| love you,” | say. 

“I love you.” 

“Love you!” our twins say in unison. 

“Love you all more!” Vitaly says, as he storms past us 
laughing. He must have doubled-back on his “secret” trail 


again. 


But it’s no secret that I’m the happiest man that ever walked 
on the face of the earth. 


Because I’ve got them. My family. My everything. My loves. 
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